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OUGHT WOMEN TO LEARN THE ALPHABET? 


Panis smiled, for an hour or two, in 
the year 1801, when, amidst Napoleon’s 
mighty projects for remodelling the re- 
ligion and government of his empire, the 
ironical satirist, Sylvain Maréchal, thrust 
in his “Plan for a Law prohibiting the 
Alphabet to Women.” Daring, keen, 
sarcastic, learned, the little tract retains 
to-day so much of its pungency, that we 
can hardly wonder at the honest simplic- 
ity of the author's friend and biographer, 
Madame Gacon Dufour, who declared 
that he must be partially insane, and 
proceeded to prove herself’ so by reply- 
ing tohim. lis proposed statute consists 
of eighty-two clauses, and is fortified by 
a “whereas” of a hundred and thirteen 
weighty reasons. 
of history to show the frightful results 
which have followed this taste of the 
fruit of the tree of knowledge; quotes 
the Encyclopédie, to prove that the wom- 
an who knows the alphabet has already 
lost a portion of her innocence; cites the 
opinion of Moliére, that any female who 
has unhappily learned anything in this 
line should affect ignorance, when pos- 
sible ; asserts that knowledge rarely 
makes men attractive, and females never; 
opines that women have no oceasion to 
peruse Ovid's “ Art of Love,” since they 
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know it all in advance; remarks that 
three-quarters of female authors are no 
better than they should be; maintains 
that Madame Guion would have been 
far more useful, had she been merely 
pretty and an ignoramus, such as Nature 
made her,—that Ruth and Naomi could 
not read, and Boaz probably would nev- 
er have married into the family, had they 
possessed that accomplishment,—that the 
Spartan women did not know the alpha- 
bet, nor the Amazons, nor Penelope, nor 
Andromache, nor Lucretia, nor Joan of 
Are, nor Petrarch’s Laura, nor the daugh- 
ters of Charlemagne, nor the three hun- 
dred and sixty-five wives of Mohammed ; 
—but that Sappho and Madame de Main- 
tenon could read altogether too well, 
while the case of Saint Brigitta, who 
brought forth twelve children and twelve 
books, was clearly exceptional, and af- 
forded no safe precedent. 

We take it, that the brilliant French- 
man has touched the root of the matter. 
Ought women to learn the alphabet? 
There the whole question lies. Concede 
this little fulcrum, and Archimedea will 
move the world before she has done with 
it; it becomes merely a question of time. 
Resistance must be made here or no- 
where. Obsta principiis. Woman must 
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be a subject or an equal; there is no 
middle ground. What if the Chinese 
proverb should turn out to be, after all, 
the summit of wisdom, —*“ For men, to 
cultivate virtue is knowledge ; for wom- 
en, to renounce knowledge is virtue ” ? 
No doubt, the progress of events is 
slow, like the working of the laws of gray- 
itation generally. Certainly, there has 
been but little change in the legal posi- 
tion of woman since China was in its 
prime, until within the last dozen years. 
Lawyers admit that the fundamental the- 
ory of English and Oriental law is the 
same on this point: Man and wife are 
one, and that one is the husband. It is 
the oldest of legal traditions. When 
Blackstone declares that “ the very being 
and existence of the woman is suspended 
during the marriage,” and American 
Kent echoes that “her legal existence 
and authority are in a manner lost,”’— 
when Petersdorff asserts that “the hus- 
band has the right of imposing such cor- 
poreal restraints as he may deem neces- 
sary,” and Bacon that “the husband 
hath, by law, power and dominion over 
his wile, and may keep her by foree with- 
in the bounds of duty, and may beat her, 
but not in a violent or cruel manner,” * 


* It may be well to fortify this point by a 
racy extract from that rare and amusing old 
book, the pioneer of its class, entitled “ The 
Lawes Resolutions of Women’s Rights, or the 
Lawes Provision for Women. A Methodicall 
Collection of such Statutes and Customes, with 
the Cases, Opinions, Arguments, and Points 
of Learning in the Law as doe properly con- 
cern Women.”? London: a. p. 1632. pp. 404. 
4to, The pithy sentences lose immeasurably, 
however, by being removed from their orig- 
inal black-letter setting. 

“ Lib, I. Sect. VII. 
his Wife. 

“The rest followeth, Justice Brooke 12. H. 8 
fo. 4. affirmeth plainly, that if a man beat an 
out-law, a traitor, a Pagan, his villein, or his 
wife, it is dispunishable, because by the Law 
Common these persons can haue no action: 
God send Gentle-women better sport, or bet- 
ter companie. 

“But it seemeth to be very true, that there 
is some kind of castigation which Law per- 
mits a Husband to vse; for if a woman be 
threatned by her husband to bee beaten, mis- 


The Baron may beate 


Ought Women to learn the Alphabet ? 


[ February, 


—when Mr. Justice Coleridge rules that 
the husband, in certain cases, “has a 
right to confine his wife in his own dwell- 
ing-house and restrain her from liberty 
for an indefinite time,” and Baron Alder- 
son sums it all up tersely, “ The wife is 
only the servant of her hushand,”—these 
high authorities simply reaffirm the dog- 
ma of the Gentoo code, four thousand 
years old and more :—* A man, both day 
and night, must keep his wife so much in 
subjection that she by no means be mis- 
tress of her own actions. If the wife have 
her own free will, notwithstanding she 
be of a superior caste, she will behave 
amiss.” 

Yet behind these unchanging institu- 
tions, a pressure has been for centuries 
becoming concentrated, which, now that 
it has begun to act, is threatening to over- 
throw them all. It has not yet operated 
very visibly in the Old World, where 
(even in England) the majority of wom- 
en have not yet mastered the alphabet, 
and can not sign their own names in the 
marriage-register. But in this country, 


chieued, or slaine, Fitzherbert sets doune a 
Writ which she may sve out of Chancery to 
compell him to finde surety of honest beha- 
uiour toward her, and that he shall neither 
doe nor procure to be done to her (marke I 
pray you) any bodily damage, otherwise then 
appertaines to the office of a Husband for law- 
full and reasonable correction, See for this 
the new Nat. bre. fo. 80 f. & fo. 288 f. 

“How farre that extendeth I cannot tell, 
but herein the sexe feminine is at no very 
great disaduantage: for first for the lawful- 
nesse; If it be in no other regard lawfull to 
beat a man’s wife, then becunse the poore 
wench can sve no other action for it, 1 pray 
why may not the Wife beat the Musband 
againe, what action can he hane if she doe: 
where two tenants in Common be on a horse, 
and one them will trauell and vse this horse, 
hee may keepe it from his Companion a yeare 
two or three and so be enen with him; so the 
actionlesse woman beaten by her Husband, 
hath retaliation left to beate him againe, if she 
dare. Ifhe come to the Chancery or Justices 
in the Country of the peace against her, be- 
cause her recognizance alone will hardly bee 
taken, he were best be bound for her, and 
then if he be beaten the second time, let him 
know the price of it on God’s name.” 


1859.] Ought Women to 


the vast changes of the last twelve years 
are already a matter of history. No trum- 
pet has been sounded, no earthquake felt, 
while State after State has ushered into 
legal existence one half of the population 
within its borders. Every Free State in 
the American Union, except perhaps Illi- 
nois and New Jersey, has conceded to 
married women, in some form, the sepa- 
rate control of property. Maine, Massa- 
chusetts, Connecticut, and Pennsylvania 
have gone farther, and given them the 
control of their own earnings,—given it 
wholly and directly, that is;—while New 
York and other States have given it par- 
tially or indirectly. Legislative commit- 
tees in Ohio and Wisconsin have recom- 
mended, in printed reports, the extension 
of the right of suffrage to women; Ken- 
tucky (like Canada) has actually extend- 
ed it, in certain educational matters, and 
a Massachusetts legislative committee has 
suggested the same thing; while the Kan- 
sas Constitutional Convention came with- 
in a dozen votes of extending it without 
reserve, and expunging the word male 
from the Constitution. Surely, here and 
now, might poor M. Maréchal exclaim, 
The bitter fruits of the original seed ap- 
pear, and the sad question recurs, wheth- 
er women ought ever to lave tasted of 
the alphabet. 

Mr. Everett, perhaps without due eau- 
tion, advocated, last summer, the allirma- 
tive of this question. With his accus- 
tomed eloquence, he urged on the atten- 
tion of Suleiman Bey the fact of the equal 
participation of the sexes in the public- 
school svstem of Boston, while omitting to 
explain to him that the equality is of very 
recent standing. No doubt, the eminent 
Oriental would have been pleased to 
hear that this public administration of 
the alphabet to females, on any terms, is 
an institution but little more than a halt= 
century old in the city of Boston. It is 
well established by the early deeds and 
documents that a large proportion of 
Puritan women could not their 
own names; and in Boston especially, 
for a hundred and fifty years, the public 
schools included boys only. In the year 
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1789, however, the notable discovery was 
made, that the average attendance of pu- 
pils from April to October was only one 
half of that reported for the remainder of 
the year. This was an obvious waste of 
money and accommodations, and it was 
therefore proposed that female pupils 
should be annually introduced during 
this intermediate period. Accordingly, 
school-girls, like other flowers, blossomed 
in summer only; and this state of things 
lasted, with but slight modification, for 
some forty years, according to the School- 
Superintendent’s Third Report. It was 
not till 1828 that all distinctions were 
abolished in the Boston Common Schools ; 
in the High Schools lingering far later, 
sole vestige of the ‘good old times,” be- 
fore a mistaken economy overthrew the 
wholesome doctrine of M. Sylvain Maré- 
chal, and let loose the alphabet among 
women. 

Tt is true that Eve ruined us all, ae- 
cording to theology, without knowing her 
letters. Still, there is something to be 
said in defence of that venerable ances- 
tress. ‘The Veronese lady, Isotta Noga- 
rola, five hundred and thirty-six of whose 
learned letters were preserved by De 
Thou, composed a dialogue on the ques- 
tion, Whether Adam or Eye had com- 
mitted the greater sin? But Ludovico 
Domenichi, in his “Dialogue on the No- 
bleness of Women,” maintains that Eve 
did not sin at all, because she was not 
even created when Adam was told not 
to eat the apple. It is “in Adam all 
died,” he shrewdly says ; nobody died in 
Eye;—which looks plausible. Be that 
as it may, Eve’s daughters are in danger 
of swallowing a whole harvest of forbid- 
den fruit, in these revolutionary days, 
unless something be done to cut off the 
supply. 

It has been seriously asserted that dur- 
ing the last half-century more books have 
been written by women and about wom- 
en than during all the previous uncount- 
ed ages. It may be true; although, when 
we think of the innumerable volumes of 
Mémoires by Frenchwomen of the seven 
teenth and eighteenth centuries,—each 
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one justifying the existence of her own 
ten volumes by the remark, that all her 
contemporaries were writing as many,— 
we have our doubts. As to the increased 
multitude of general treatises on the fe- 
male sex, however,—its education, life, 
health, diseases, charms, dress, deeds, 
sphere, rights, wrongs, work, wages, en- 
croachments, and idiosyncrasies general- 
ly,—there can be no doubt whatever; 
and the poorest of these books recognizes 
a condition of public sentiment which no 
other age ever dreamed of. Still, liter- 
ary history preserves the names of some 
reformers before the Reformation, in this 
matter. There was Signora Moderata 
Fonte, the Venetian, who left a book to 
be published after her death, in 1592, 
“Dei Meriti delle Donne.” There was 
her townswoman, Lucrezia Marinella, 
who followed ten years after, with her 
essay, “ La Nobilita e la Eeeclenza delle 
Donne, con Difetti e Mancamenti degli 
Uomini,”—a comprchensive theme, truly ! 
‘Then followed the all-aceomplished Anna 
Maria Schurman, in 1645, with her “ Dis- 
sertatio de Ingenii Muliebris ad Doctri- 
nam et meliores Literas Aptitudine,” with 
a few miscellaneous letters appended, in 
Greek and Hebrew. At last came boldly 
Jacquette Guillaume, in 1665, and threw 
down the gauntlet in her title-page, “ Les 
Dames Illustres ; ot par bonnes et fortes 
Raisons il se prouve que le Sexe Feminin 
surpasse en toute Sorte de Genre le Sexe 
Masculin”; and with her came Margaret 
Boufflet and a host of others ; and finally, 
in England, Mary Wollstonecraft, whose 
famous book, formidable in its day, would 
seem rather conservative now,—and in 
America, that pious and worthy dame, 
Mrs. Ht. Mather Crocker, Cotton Math- 
er’s grandchild, who, in 1818, publish- 
ed the first book on the “ Rights of Wom- 
an” ever written on this side the Atlan- 
tic. 

Meanwhile there have never been 
wanting men, and strong men, to echo 
these appeals. From Cornelius Agrippa 
and his essay (1509) on the excellence 
of woman and her preéminence over 
man, down to the first youthful thesis of 
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Agassiz, “Mens Femine Viri Animo su- 
perior,” there has been a succession of 
voices erying in the wilderness. In Eng- 
land, Anthony Gibson wrote a book, in 
1599, called “ A Woman’s Woorth, de- 
fended against all the Men in the World, 
proouing them to be more Perfect, Excel- 
lent, and Absolute in all Vertuous Ac- 
tions than any Man of what Qualitie so- 
ever, Interlarded with Poetry.” Per con- 
tra, the learned Acidalius published a 
book in Latin and afterwards in French, 
to prove that women are not reasonable 
creatures. Modern theologians are at 
worst merely sub-acid, and do not always 
say so, if they think so. Meanwhile most 
persons have been content to leave the 
world to go on its old course, in this mat- 
ter as in others, and have thus acquiesced 
in that stern judicial decree, with which 
Timon of Athens sums up all his curses 
upon womankind,—‘ If there sit twelve 
women at the table, let a dozen of them 
be—as tlicy are.” 

Ancient or modern, nothing in any of 
these discussions is so valuable as the fact 
of the discussion itself. There is no dis- 
cussion where there is no wrong. Noth- 
ing so indicates wrong as this moeDbid sel!- 
inspection. The complaints are a per- 
petual protest, the defences a perpet- 
ual confession. It is too late to ignore 
the question, and once opened, it can 
be settled only on absolute and perma- 
nent principles. There is a wrong; but 
where ? Does woman already know too 
much, or too littlke? Was she created 
for man’s subject, or his equal? Shall 
she have the alphabet, or not ? 

Ancient mythology, which undertook 
to explain everything, easily accounted 
for the social and political disabilities of 
woman. Goguet quotes the story from 
St. Augustine, who got it from Varro. 
Cecrops, building Athens, saw starting 
from the earth an olive-plant and a foun- 
tain, side by side. The Delphic oracle 
said, that this indicated a strife between 
Minerva and Neptune for the honor of 
giving a name to the city, and that the 
people must decide between them. Ce- 
crops thereupon assembled the men, and 
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the women also, who then had a right to 
vote; and the result was that Minerva 
carried the election by a glorious ma- 
jority of one. Then Attica was over- 
flowed and laid waste; of course the 
citizens attributed the calamity to Nep- 
tune, and resolved to punish the wom- 
en. It was therefore determined that 
in future they should not vote, nor 
should any child bear the name of its 
mother. 

Thus easily did mythology explain all 
troublesome inconsistencies. But it is 
much that it should even have recognized 
them, at so early an epoch, as needing 
explanation. When we ask for a less 
symbolical elucidation, it lies within our 
reach. At least, it is not hard to take 
the first steps into the mystery. There 
are, to be sure, some flowers of rhetoric 
in the way. "The obstacle to the partici- 
pation of woman in the alphabet, or in 
any other privilege, has been thought by 
some to be the fear of impaiting her 
delicacy, or of destroying her domestici- 
ty, or of confounding the distinction be- 
tween the sexes. We think otherwise. 
These have been plausible excuses ; they 
have even been genuine, though minor, 
anxieties. But the whole thing, we take 
it, had always one simple, intelligible 
basis,—sheer contempt for the supposed 
intellectual inferiority of woman. She 
was not to be taught, because she was not 
worth teaching. The learned Acidalius, 
aforesaid, was in the majority. According 
to Aristotle and the Peripatetics, woman 
was animal occasionatum, as if a sort 
of monster and accidental production. 
Medieval councils, charitably asserting 
her claims to the rank of humanity, still 
pronounced her unfit for instruction. In 
the Hindoo dramas, she did not even 
speak the same language with her master, 
but used the dialect of slaves. When, in 
the sixteenth century, Francoise de Sain- 
tonges wished to establish girls’ schools in 
France, she was hooted in the streets, 
and her father called together four doc- 
tors, learned in the law, to decide wheth- 
er she was not possessed by demons, to 
think of educating women,— pour s‘as- 
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surer qwinstruire des femmes n’dait pas 
un wuvre du démon. 

It was the same with political rights. The 
foundation of the Salic Law was not any 
sentimental anxiety to guard female del- 
icacy and domesticity; it was, as stated 
by Froissart, a blunt, hearty contempt: 
“ The kingdom of France being too noble 
to be ruled by a woman.” And the same 
principle was reaflirmed for our own in- 
stitutions, in rather softened language, 
by Theophilus Parsons, in his famous de- 
fence of the rights of Massachusetts men 
(the “Essex Result,” in 1778): “ Wom- 
en, what age soever they are of, are not 
considered as having a sufficient acquired 
discretion [to exercise the franchise ].” 

In harmony with this are the various 
maxims and bon mots of eminent men, in 
respect to women. Niebuhr thought he 
should not have educated a girl well,— 
he should have made her know too much. 
Lessing said, “The woman who thinks 
is like the man who puts on rouge, ridic- 
ulous.” Voltaire said, “ Ideas are like 
beards; women and young men have 
none.” And witty Dr. Maginn carries to 
its extreme the atrocity: “We like to 
hear a few words of sense from a woman, 
as we do from a parrot, because they are 
so unexpected.” Yet how can we won- 
der at these opinions, when the saints 
have been severer than the sages? since 
the pious Fénelon taught that true virgin 
delicacy was almost as incompatible with 
learning as with vice—and Dr. Channing 
complained, in his “ Essay on Exclusion 
and Denunciation,” of “ women forgetting 
the tenderness of their sex” and arguing 
on theology. 

Now this impression of feminine inferi- 
ority may be right or wrong, but it obvi- 
ously does a good deal towards explain- 
ing the facts it takes for granted. If 
contempt does not originally cause fail- 
ure, it perpetuates it. Systematically dis- 
courage any individual or class, from 
birth to death, and they learn, in nine 
cases out of ten, to acquiesce in their 
degradation, if not to claim it as a crown 
of glory. Ifthe Abbé Choisi praised the 
Duchesse de Fontanges for being “beau- 
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tiful as an angel and silly as a goose,” it 
was natural that all the young ladies of 
the court should resolve to make up in 
folly what they wanted in charms. All 
generations of women having been bred 
under the shadow of intellectual con- 
tempt, they have of course done much to 
justify it. They have often used only for 
frivolous purposes even the poor oppor- 
tunities allowed them. They have em- 
ployed the alphabet, as Moliére said, 
chieily in spelling the verb Amo. Their 
use of science has been like that of Mlle. 
de Launay, who computed the decline 
in her lover's affection by his abbrevia- 
tion of their evening walk in the public 
square, preferring to cross it rather than 
take the cireuit,—* From which I infer- 
red,” she says, “that his passion had di- 
minished in the ratio between the diago- 
nal of a rectangular parallelogram and 
the sum of two adjacent sides.” And 
their conception, even of Art, has been 
too often on the scale of Properzia de 
Rossi, who carved sixty-five heads on a 
walnut, the smallest of all recorded sym- 
bols of woman’s sphere. 

All this might perhaps be overcome, 
if the social prejudice which discourages 
woman would only reward proportion- 
ately those who surmount the discourage- 
ment. The more obstacles the more 
glory, if society would only pay in pro- 
portion to the labor; but it does not. 
Women, being denied not merely the 
antecedent training which prepares for 
great deeds, but the subsequent praise 
and compensation which follow them, 
have been weakened in both directions. 
The career of eminent men ordinarily 
begins with colleges and the memories 
of Miltiades, and ends with fortune and 
fame ; woman begins under discourage- 
ment, and ends beneath the same.  Sin- 
gle, she works with halfpreparation and 
half-pay ; married, she puts name and 
wages into the keeping of her husband, 
shrinks into John Smith’s “ lady ” during 
life, and John Smith’s “ relict” on her 
tombstone ; and still the world wonders 
that her deeds, like her opportunities, are 
inferior. 
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Evidently, then, the advocates of wom- 
an’s claims—those who hold that “the 
virtues of the man and the woman are 
the same,” with Antisthenes,—or that 
“the talent of the man and the wom- 
an is the same,” with Socrates in Xeno- 
phon’s “ Banquet ”—must be cautious lest 
they attempt to prove too much. Of 
course, if women know as much as men 
without schools and colleges, there is no 
need of admitting them to these institu- 
tions. If they work as well on hali-pay, 
it diminishes the inducement to give them 
the other half. The safer position is, to 
claim that they have done just enough to 
show what they might have done under 
circumstances less discouraging. Take, 
for instance, the common remark, thgt 
women have invented nothing. It is a 
valid answer, that the only tools habit+ 
ually needed by woman have been the 
needle, the spindle, and the basket, and 
tradition reports that she herself’ invent- 
ed all three. In the same way it may be 
shown that the departments in which 
women have equalled men have been 
the departments in which they have had , 
equal training, equal encouragement, and 
2qual compensation, — as, for instance, 
the theatre. Madame Lagrange, the prima 
donna, after years of costly musical in- 
struction, wins the zenith of professional 
success ; she receives, the newspapers af- 
firm, sixty thousand dollars a year, tray- 
elling-expenses for ten persons, coun- 
try-houses, stables, and liveries, besides 
an uncounted revenue of bracelets, bou- 
quets, and dillet-doux. Of course, every 
young débutante fancies the same thing 
within her own reach, with only a brief 
stage-vista between. On the stage there 
is no deduction for sex, and therefore 
woman has shown in that sphere an 
equal genius. But every female com- 
mon-school teacher in the United States 
finds the enjoyment of her two hundred 
dollars a year to be secretly embittered 
by the knowledge that the young college- 
stripling in the next school-room is paid 
a thousand dollars for work no harder 
or more responsible than her own,—and 
that, too, after the whole pathway of edu- 
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cation has been obstructed for her and 
smoothed for him. These may be gross 
and carnal considerations ; but Faith asks 
her daily bread, and Fancy must be fed. 
We deny woman her fair share of train- 
ing, of encouragement, of remuneration, 
and then tall fine nonsense about her 
instincts and her intuitions—say senti- 
mentally, with the Oriental proverbialist, 
“ Every book of knowledge is implanted 
by nature in the heart of woman,” and 
make the compliment a substitute for the 
alphabet. 

Nothing can be more absurd than to 
impose entirely distinct standards, in this 
respect, on the two sexes, or to expect 
that woman, any more than man, will 
accomplish anything great without due 
preparation and adequate stimulus. Mrs. 
Patten, who navigated her husband's ship 
from Cape Horn to California, would 
have failed in the effort, for all her hero- 
ism, if she had not, unlike most of her 
sex, been taught to use her Bowditch. 
Florence Nightingale, when she heard of 
the distresses in the Crimea, did not, as 
most people imagine, rise up and say, 
“IT am a woman, ignorant, but intui- 
tive, with very little sense or information, 
but exceedingly sublime aspirations ; my 
strength lies in my weakness; I can 
do all things without knowing anything 
about them.” Not at all. During ten 
years she had been in hard training for 
precisely such services,—had visited all 
the hospitals in London, Edinburgh, Dub- 
lin, Paris, Lyons, Rome, Brussels, and 
Berlin,—had studied under the Sisters of 
Charity, and been twice a nurse in the 
Protestant Institution at Kaiserswerth. 
Therefore she did not merely carry to 
the Crimea a woman’s heart, as her 
stock in trade, but she knew the alpha- 
bet of her profession better than the 
men around her. Of course, genius 
and enthusiasm are, for both sexes, ele- 
ments unforeseen and incalculable; but, 
as a general rule, great achievements 
imply great preparations and favorable 
conditions. 

To disregard this truth is unreason- 
able in the abstract and cruel in its 
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consequences. If an extraordinary male 
gymnast can clear a height of ten feet 
with the aid of a spring-board, it would 
be considered slightly absurd to ask a 
woman to leap eleven feet without one; 
yet this is precisely what society and the 
critics have always done. Training and 
wages and social approbation are very 
elastic spring-boards, and the whole 
course of history has seen these offer- 
ed bounteously to one sex and as sed- 
ulously withheld from the other. Let 
woman consent to be a doll, and there 
was no finery so gorgeous, no baby- 
house so costly, but she might aspire to 
share its lavish delights;—Jlet her ask 
simply for an equal chance to learn, to 
labor. and to live, and it was as if that 
same doll should open its lips, and pro- 
pound Euclid’s  forty-seventh —proposi- 
tion. While we have all deplored the 
helpless position of indigent women, and 
lamented that they had no alternative 
beyond the needle, the wash-tub, the 
school-room, and the street, we have yet 
resisted their admission into every new 
occupation, denied them training, and 
eut their compensation down. Like 
Charles Lamb, who atoned for coming 
late to the oflice in the morning by 
going away early in the afternoon, we 
have, first, half educated women, and 
then, to restore the balance, only half 
paid them. What innumerable obsta- 
cles have been placed in the way of 
female physicians! what a complication 
of difficulties has been encountered by 
female printers, engravers, and design- 
ers! In London, Mr. Bennett was re- 
cently mobbed for lecturing to women 
on watchmaking. In this country, we 
have known grave professors to refuse 
to address lyceums which thought fit to 
employ an occasional female lecturer. 
Mr. Comer states that it was “in the 
face of ridicule and sneers” that he be- 
gan to educate women as book-keepers, 
eight years ago; and it is a little con- 
temptible in the authoress of “A Wom- 
an’s Thoughts on Women” to revive the 
same satire now, when she must know 
that in one half the retail shops in Paris 
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her own sex rules the ledger, and Mam- 
mon knows no Salic law. 

We find, on investigation, what these 
considerations would lead us to expect, 
that eminent women have commonly been 
more exceptional in their training and 
position than even in their genius. They 
have excelled the average of their own 
sex because they have had more of the 
ordinary advantages of the other sex. 
Take any department of learning or 
skill; take, for instance, the knowledge 
of languages, the universal alphabet, 
philology. — On the great stairway, at 
Padua, stands the statue of Elena Cor- 
naro, professor of six languages in that 
once renowned university. But Elena 
Cornaro was educated like a boy, by 
her father— On the great door of the 
University of Bologna is inscribed the 
epitaph of Clotilda Tambroni, the hon- 
ored correspondent of Porson, and the 
first Greek scholar of Southern Europe 
in her day. But Clotilda Tambroni 
was educated like a boy, by Emanucle 
Aponte.—How fine are those prefatory 
words, “by a Right Reverend Prelate,” 
to that pioneer book in Anglo-Sax- 
on lore, Elizabeth Elstob’s grammar : 
“Our earthly possessions are indeed 
our patrimony, as derived to us by the 
industry of our fathers; but the lan- 
guage in which we speak is our mother- 
tongue, and who so proper to play the 
critic in this as the females?” But this 
particular female obtained the rudiments 
of her rare education from her mother, 
before she was eight years old, in spite 
of much opposition from her right rev- 
erend guardians.—Adelung, the highest 
authority, declares that all modern phi- 
lology is founded on the translation of a 
Russian vocabulary into two hundred 
different dialects by Catherine IL But 
Catherine shared, in childhood, the in- 
structors of her brother, Prince Freder- 
ick, and was subject to some reproach 
for learning, though a girl, so much more 
rapidly than he did.—Christina of Swe- 
den ironically reproved Madame Dacier 
for her translation of Callimachus: “ Such 
a pretty girl as you are, are you not 
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ashamed to be so learned?” But Mad- 
ame Dacier acquired Greek by contriv- 
ing to do her embroidery in the room 
where her father was teaching her stu- 
pid brother; and her queenly critic had 
learned to read Thucydides, harder 
Greek than Callimachus, before she war 
fourteen—And so down to our own day, 
who knows how many mute, inglorious 
Minervas may have perished unenlight- 
ened, while Margaret Puller and Eliz 
abeth Barrett Browning were being edu- 
cated “like boys” ? 

This expression simply means. that 
they had the most solid training which 
the times afforded. Most persons would 
instantly take alarm at the very, words; 
that is, they have so little faith in the 
distinctions which Nature has establish- 
ed, that they think, if you teach the 
alphabet, or anything else, indiscrimi- 
nately to both sexes, you annul all 
difference between them. The com- 
mon reasoning is thus: * Boys and girls 
are acknowledged to be distinct beings. 
Now boys study Greck and algebra, 
medicine and book-keeping. Therefore 
girls should not.” As if one should say - 
“Boys and girls are distinct beings. 
Now boys eat beef and potatoes. There- 
fore, obviously, girls should not.” 

The analogy between physical and 
spiritual food is precisely in point. The 
simple truth is, that, amid the vast range 
of human powers and properties, the 
fact of sex is but one item. Vital and 
momentous in itself, it does not consti- 
tute the whole organism, but only a 
small part of it. The distinction of 
male and female is special, aimed at a 
certain end; and apart from that end, 
it is, throughout all the kingdoms of 
Nature, of minor importance. With but 
trifling exceptions, from infusorial up to 
man, the female animal moves, breathes, 
looks, listens, runs, flies, swims, pursues 
its food, eats it, digests it, in precisely 
the same manner as the male; all in- 
stincts, all characteristics, are the same, 
except as to the one solitary fact of par- 
entage. Mr. Ten Broeck’s race-horses, 
Pryor and Prioress, were foaled alike, fed 
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alike, trained alike, and finally ran side 
by side, competing for the same prize. 
The eagle is not checked in soaring 
by any consciousness of sex, nor asks 
the sex of the timid hare, its quarry. 
Nature, for high purposes, creates and 
guards the sexual distinction, but keeps 
it humbly subordinate to still more im- 
portant ones. 

Now all this bears directly upon the 
alphabet. What sort of philosophy is 
that which says, “John is a fool; Jane 
is a genius; nevertheless, John, being a 
man, shall learn, lead, make laws, make 
money; Jane, being a woman, shall be 
ignorant, dependent, disfranchised, under- 
paid.” Of course, the time is past when 
one would state this so frankly, though 
Comte comes quite near it, to say noth- 
ing of the Mormons; but this formula 
really lies at the bottom of the reason- 
ing one hears every day. The answer 
is: Soul before sex. Give an equal 
chance, and let genius and industry do 
the rest. La carritre ouverle aux talens. 
Every man for himself, every woman for 
herself, and the alphabet for us all. 

Thus far, our whole course of argu- 
ment has been defensive and explanato- 
ry. We have shown that woman’s in- 
feriority in special! achievements, so far 
as it exists, is a fact of small importance, 
because it is merely a corollary from her 
historic position of degradation. She has 
not excelled, because she has had no fair 
chance to excel. Man, placing his foot 
upon her shoulder, has taunted her with 
not rising. But the ulterior question re- 
mains behind,—How came she into this 
attitude, originally? Explain the ex- 
planation, the logician fairly demands. 
Granted that woman is weak because 
she has been systematically degraded; 
but why was she degraded? This is a 
far deeper question,—one to be met only 
by a profounder philosophy and a posi- 
tive solution. We are coming on ground 
almost wholly untrod, and must do the 
best we can. 

We venture to assert, then, that wom- 
an’s social inferiority, in the past, has 
been, to a great extent, a legitimate 
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thing. To all appearance, history woula 
have been impossible without it, just as 
it would have been impossible without 
an epoch of war and slavery. It is 
simply a matter of sovial progress, a 
part of the succession of civilizations. 
The past has been, and inevitably, a 
period of ignorance, of engrossing phys- 
ical necessities, and of brute force,— 
not of freedom, of philanthropy, and of 
culture. During that lower epoch, wom- 
an was necessarily an inferior,—degrad- 
ed by abject labor, even in time of peace, 
—degraded uniformly by war, chivalry 
to the contrary notwithstanding.  Be- 
hind all the courtesies of Amadis and 
the Cid lay the stern fiact,—woman a 
child or a toy. The flattering trouba- 
dours chanted her into a poet's paradise ; 
but, alas! that kingdom of heaven suffer- 
ed violence, and the violent took it by 
force. The truth simply was, that her 
time had not come. Physical strength 
must rule for a time, and she was the 
weaker. She was very properly refused 
a feudal grant, because, say “ Les Cons- 
tumes de Normandie,” she is not trained 
to war or poliey: C'est Vhomme ki se 
bast et ki conseille. Other authorities 
put it still more plainly: “ A woman can- 
not serve the emperor or feudal lord in 
war, on account of the decorum of her 
sex; nor assist him with advice, because 
of her limited intellect ; nor keep his coun- 
sel, owing to the infirmity of her disposi- 
tion.” All which was, no doubt, in the 
majority of cases, true, and the degrada- 
tion of woman was simply a part of a 
system, which has indeed had its day, but 
has bequeathed its associations. 


From this reign of foree woman never 
freed herself by foree. She could not 
fight, or would not. Bohemian annals, 
indeed, record the legend of a literal war 
between the sexes, in which the wom- 
en’s army was led by Libussa and Wlas- 
la, and which finally ended with the cap- 
ture, by the army of men, of Castle 
Dziewin, Maiden’s Tower, whose ruins 
are still visible near Prague. The ar- 
mor of Libussa is still shown at Vienna, 
and the guide calls attention to the long- 
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peaked toes of steel, with which, he avers, 
the tender Princess was wont to pierce 
the hearts of her opponents, while career- 
ing through the battle. And there are 
abundant instances in which women have 
fought side by side with men, and on 
equal terms. The ancient British women 
mingled in the wars of their husbands, 
and their princesses were trained to the 
use of arms in the Maiden’s Castle at 
Edinburgh and in the Isle of Skye. The 
Moorish wives and maidens fought im de- 
fence of their European peninsula; and 
the Portuguese women fought, on the 
same soil, against the armies of Philip I. 
The king of Siam has at present a body- 
guard of four hundred women; they are 
armed with lance and rille, are admirably 
disciplined, and their commander (ap- 
pointed after saving the king’s life at a 
tiger-hunt) ranks as one of the royal fam- 
ily and has ten elephants at her service. 
When the all-conquering Dahomian army 
marched upon Abbeokuta, in 1851, they 
numbered ten thousand men and six 
thousand women; the women were, as 
usual, placed foremost in the assault, as 
being most reliable; and of the eighteen 
hundred bodies left dead before the walls, 
the vast majority were of women. The 
Hospital of the Invalides, in Paris, has 
sheltered, for half'a century, a fine speci- 
men of a female soldier, “ Lieutenant 
Madame Bulan,” now eighty-three years 
old, decorated by Napoleon’s own hand 
with the cross of the Levion of Honor, 
and credited on the hospital-books with 
“seven years’ service,—seven campaigns, 
—three wounds, — several times distin- 
guished, especially in Corsica, in defend- 
ing a fort against the Euglish.” But these 
cases, though interesting to the historian, 
are still exceptional, and the instinctive 
repugnance they inspire is condemna- 
tory, not of women, but of war. 

The reason, then, for the long subjec- 
tion of woman has been simply that hu- 
manity was passing through its first epoch, 
and her full career was to be reserved 
for the second. As the different races 
of man have appeared successively upon 
the stage of history, so there has been an 
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order of succession of the sexes. Wom- 
an’s appointed era, like that of the Scan- 
dinavian tribes, was delayed, but not 
omitted. It is not merely true that the 
empire of the past has belonged to man, 
but that it has properly belonged to him ; 
for it was an empire of the muscles, en- 
listing at best but the lower powers of the 
understanding. ‘There can be no ques- 
tion that the present epoch is initiating 
an empire of the higher reason, of arts, 
affections, aspirations ; and for that epoch 
the genius of woman has been reserved. 
The spirit of the age has always kept 
pace with the facts, and outstripped the 
statutes. Till the fuluess of time came, 
woman was necessarily kept a slave to 
the spinning-wheel aud the needle; now 
higher work is ready, peace has brought 
invention to her aid, and the mechanical 
means for her emancipation are ready 
also. No use in releasing her, till man, 
with his strong arm, had worked out his 
preliminary share in civilization. “ Earth 
waits for her queen” was a favorite 
motto of Margaret Fuller’s; but it would 
be more correct to say that the queen 
has waited for her earth, till it could be 
smoothed and prepared for her occupan- 
ey. Now Cinderella may begin to think 
of putting on her royal robes. 

Everybody sees that the times are 
altering the whole material position of 
woman; but most persons do not appear 
to see the inevitable social and moral 
changes which are also involyed. As 
has been already said, the woman of an- 
cient history was a slave to physical ne- 
cessities, both in war and peace. In war 
she could do too little, in peace she did 
too much, under the material compulsions 
which controlled the world. How could 
the Jews, for instance, elevate. woman ? 
They could not spare her from the wool 
and the flax and the candle that goeth 
not out by night. In Rome, when the 
bride first stepped across her threshold, 
they did not ask her, Do yeu know the 
alphabet ? they asked simply, Can you 
spin? There was no higher epitaph 
than Queen Amalasontha’s, — Domum 
servavit, lanam fecil. In Bootia, brides 


1859.] 


were conducted home in vehicles whiose 
wheels were burned at the door, in token 
that they were never to leave the house 
again. Pythagoras instituted at Crotona 
an annual festival for the distaff; Con- 
fucius, in China, did the same for the 
spindle; and these celebrated not the 
freedom, but the serfdom, of woman. 

Aud even into modern days this same 
tyrannical necessity has lingered. “ Go 
spin, you jades! go spin!” was the only 
answer vouchsiafed by the Earl of Pem- 
broke to the twice-banished nuns of Wil- 
ton. And even now, travellers agree 
that throughout civilized Europe, with 
the partial exception of England and 
France, the profound absorption of the 
mass of women in household labors ren- 
ders their general elevation impossible. 
But with us Americans, and in this age, 
when all these vast labors are being more 
and more transferred to arms of brass and 
iron,—when Rochester grinds the flour, 
and Lowell weaves the cloth, and the 
fire on the hearth has gone into black re- 
tirement and mourning,—when the wiser 
a virgin is, the less she has to do with oil 
in her lamp,—when the needle has made 
its last dying speech and confession in 
the “Song of the Shirt,” and the sew- 
ing-machine has changed those doleful 
marches to delightful measures,—how is 
it possible for the blindest to help seeing 
that a new era is begun, and that the 
time has come for woman to learn the 
alphabet ? 

Nobody asks for any abolition of do- 
mestic labor for women, any more than 
of outdoor labor for men. Of course, 
most women will still continue to be 
mainly occupied with the indoor care of 
their families, and most men with their 
external support. All that is desirable 
for cither sex is such an economy of la- 
bor, in this respect, as shall leave some 
spare time, to be appropriated in other 
directions. The argument against each 
new emancipation of woman is precisely 
that always made against the liberation of 
serfs and the enfranchisement of plebei- 
ans,—that the new position will take them 
from their legitimate business. “ How 
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can he [or she] get wisdom that holdeth 
the plough, [or the broom,]—whose talk 
is of bullocks [or of babies] ¥” Yet the 
American farmer has already emancipat- 
ed himself from these fancied incompati- 
bilities, and so will the farmer's wife. In 
a nation where there is no Ileisure-class 
and no peasantry, this whole theory of 
exclusion is an absurdity. We all have 
a little leisure, and we must all make the 
most of it. If we will confine large in- 
terests and duties to those who have noth- 
ing else to do, we must go back to mon- 
archy at once; if otherwise, then the 
alphabet, and its consequences, must be 
open to woman as to man. Jean Paul 
says nobly, in his * Levana,” that, “ before 
and after being a mother, a woman is a 
human being, and neither maternal nor 
conjugal relation can supersede the hu- 
man responsibility, but must become its 
means and mstrument.” And it is good 
to read the manly speech, on this subject, 
of John Quincy Adams, quoted at length 
by his recent venerable biographer,—in 
which, after fully defending the political 
petitions of the women of Plymouth, he de- 
clares that “the correct principle is, that 
women are not only justified, but exhibit 
the most exalted virtue, when they do de- 
part from the domestic circle, and enter 
on the concerns of their country, of hu- 
manity, and of their God.” 

There are duties devolving on every 
human being,—duties not small or few, 
but vast and varied,—which spring from 
home and private life, and all their sweet 
relations. The support or care of the 
humblest household is a function worthy 
of men, women, and angels, so far as it 
From these duties none must 
shrink, neither man nor woman; the 
loftiest genius cannot ignore them; the 
sublimest charity must begin with them. 
They are their own exceeding great re- 
ward, their self-sacrifice is infinite joy, 
and the selfishness which discards them 
receives in return loneliness and a deso- 
late old age. Yet these, though the most 
tender and intimate portion of human 
life, do not form its whole. It is given to 
noble souls to crave other interests also, 
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added spheres, not necessarily alien from 
these,—larger knowledee, larger action 
also, — duties, responsibilities, anxieties, 
dangers, all the aliment that history has 
given to its heroes. Not home less, but 
humanity more. When the high-born 
English lady in the Crimean hospital, 
ordered to a post of almost certain death, 
only raised her hands to heaven and said, 
“Thank God!” she did not renounce her 
true position as woman, she claimed it. 
When the queen of James I. of Scot- 
land, already immortalized by him in 
stately verse, won a higher immortality 
by welcoming to her fair bosom the dag- 
vers aimed at his;—when the Countess of 
Buchan hong confined in her iron cage, 
outside Berwick Castle, in penalty for 
crowning Robert the Bruce,—when the 
stainless soul of Joan of Are met God, 
like Moses, in a burning flame,—these 
things were as they should be. Man 
niust not monopolize these privileges of 
peril, birthright of great souls. Sere- 
nades and compliments must not replace 
the nobler hospitality which shares with 
woman the opportunity of martyrdom. 


Great adininistrative duties also, cares 
of state, for which one should be born 
gray-headed, how nobly do these sit upon 
a female brow! Each year adds to the 
storied renown of Elizabeth of England, 
greatest sovereign of the greatest of his- 
toric nations. Christina of Sweden, alone 
among the crowned heads of Europe, (so 
says Voltaire,) sustained the dignity of 
the throne against Richelieu and Ma- 
zarin. And they most assuredly did not 
sacrifice their womanhood in the pro- 
cess; for her Britannic Majesty’s ward- 
robe included four thousand gowns,—and 
Mile. de Montpensier declares, that, when 
Christina had put on a wig of the latest 
fashion, “she really looked extremely 
pretty.” Should this evidence of femi- 
nine attributes appear to some sterner 
intellects frivolous and insufficient, it is, 
nevertheless, adapted to the level of the 
style of argument it answers. 

Les races se féminisent, said Buffon,— 
“The worl! is growing more feminine.” 
It is a compliment, whether the naturalist 
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intended it or not. ‘Time has brought 
peace ; peace, invention; and the poorest 
woman of to-day is born to an inheri- 
tance such as her ancestors never dream- 
ed of Previous attempts to confer on 
women social and political equality,—as 
when Leopold, Grand Duke of Tuscany, 
made them magistrates, or when the 
Hungarian revolutionists made them vot- 
ers, or when our own New Jersey tried 
the same experiment, in a guarded fash- 
ion, in early times, and then revoked 
the privilege, because (as in the ancient 
fable) the women voted the wrong way, 
—these things were premature, and val- 
uable only as concessions to a supposed 
principle. But in view of the rapid 
changes now going on, he is a rash man 
who asserts the “ Woman Question” to 
be anything but a mere question of time. 
The fulerum has been already given, 
in the alphabet, and we must simply 
watch and see whether the earth does 
not move. 

In this present treatment of the sub- 
ject, we have been more anxious to 
assert broad principles than to work 
them out into the details of their, appli- 
cation. We only point out the plain 
fact: woman must be either a subject or 
an equal; there is no other permanent 
ground. Every concession to a supposed 
principle only involves the necessity of 
the next concession for which that prin- 
ciple calls. Once yield the alphabet, 
and we abandon the whole long theory 
of subjection and coverture; the past is 
set aside, and we have nothing but ab- 
stractions to fall back upon. Reasoning 
abstractly, it must be admitted that the 
argument has been, thus far, entirely on 
the women’s side, inasmuch as no man 
has yet seriously tried to meet them 
with argument. It is an alarming fea- 
ture of this discussion, that it has re- 
versed, very generally, the traditional 
positions of the sexes: the women have 
had all the logic ; and the most intelli- 
gent men, when they have attempted 
the other side, have limited themselves 
to satire and gossip. What rational 
woman, we ask, can be convinced by 
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the nonsense which is talked in ordinary 
society around her,—as, that it is right 
to admit girls to common schools, and 
equally right to exclude them from col- 
leges,—that it is proper for a woman to 
sing in public, but indelicate for her to 
speak in public,—that a post-office box 
i an unexceptionable place to drop a bit 
of paper into, but a ballot-box terribly 
dangerous ? No cause in the world can 
keep above water, sustained by such 
contradictions as these, too feeble and 
slight to be dignified by the name of 
fallacies. Some persons profess to think 
it impossible to reason with a woman, 
and they certainly show no disposition 
to try the experiment. 

But we must remember that all our 
American institutions are based on con- 
sistency, or on nothing; all claim to be 
founded on the principles of natural 
right, and when they quit those, they 
are lost. In all European monarchies, 
it is the theory, that the mass of the 
people are children, to be governed, not 
mature beings, to govern themselves. 
This is clearly stated, and consistently ap- 
plied. In the free states of this Union, 
we have formally abandoned this theory 
for one half of the human race, while 
for the other half it still flourishes in full 
force. The moment the claims of wom- 
an are broached, the democrat becomes 
a monarchist. What Americans com- 
monly criticize in English statesmen, 
namely, that they habitually evade all 
arguments based on natural right, and 
defend every legal wrong on the ground 
that it works well in practice, is the pre- 
cise characteristic of our habitual view 
of woman. The perplexity must be 
resolved somehow. We seldom meet 
a legislator who pretends to deny that 
strict adherence to our own principles 
would place both sexes in precisely 
equal positions before law and consti- 
tution, as well as in school and society. 
But each has his special quibble to ap- 
ply, showing that in this case we must 
abandon all the general maxims to which 
we have pledged ourselves, and hold 
only by precedent. Nay, he construes 
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even precedent with the most ingenious 
rigor; since the exclusion of women from 
all direct contact with affairs can be 
made far more perfect in a republic than 
is possible in a monarchy, where even 
sex is merged in rank, and the female 
patrician may have far more power than 
the male plebeian. But, as matters now 
stand among us, there is no aristocracy 
but of sex: all men are born patrician, 
all women are legally plebeian; all men 
are equal in having political power, and 
all women in having none. This is a 
paradox so evident, and such an anoni- 
aly in human progress, that it cannot 
last forever, without new discoveries in 
logic, or else a deliberate return to 
M. Maréchal’s theory concerning the al- 
phabet. 

Meanwhile, as the newspapers say, we 
anxiously await further developments. 
According to present appearances, the 
final adjustment lies mainly in the hands 
of women themselves. Men can hardly 
be expeeted to concede either rights or 
privileges more rapidly than they are 
claimed, or to be truer to women than 
women are to each other. True, the 
worst effect of a condition of inferiority 
is the weakness it leaves behind it;-even 
when we say, “ Hands off!” the sufferer 
does not rise. In such a case, there is 
but one counsel worth giving. More 
depends on determination than even 
on ability. Will, not talent, governs 
the world. From what pathway of emi- 
nence were women more traditionally 
excluded than from the art of sculpture, 
in spite of Non me Praviteles fecit, sed 
Anna Damer?—yet Harriet Hosmer, 
in eight years, has trod its full ascent. 
Who believed that a postess could ever 
be more than an Annot Lyle of the harp, 
to soothe with sweet melodies the leisure 
of her lord, until in Elizabeth Barrett’s 
hands the thing became a trumpet ? 
Where are gone the sneers with which 
army surgeons and parliamentary ora- 
tors opposed Mr. Sidney Herbert’s first 
proposition to send Florence Nightin- 
gale to the Crimea? In how many 
towns has the current of popular preju- 
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dice against female orators been re- 
versed by one winning speech from 
Lucey Stone! Where no logic can pre- 
yail, success silences. First give wom- 
an, if you dare, the alphabet, then sum- 
mon her to her career; and though men, 


ignorant and prejudiced, may oppose its 
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beginnings, there is no danger but. they 
will at last fling around her conquering 
footsteps more lavish praises than 
ereeted the opera’s idol,— more 
fumed flowers than ever wooed, 
intoxicating fragrance, the fairest 
terfly of the ball-room. 
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per- 
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THE MORNING 


STREET. 


TI wat alone the Morning Street, 

Filled with the silence strange and sweet : 
All seems as lone, as still, as dead, 

As if unnumbered years had fled, 

Letting the noisy Babel be 

Without a breath, a memory. 

The light wind walks with me, alone, 
Where the hot day like flame was blown ; 
Where the wheels roared and dust was beat, 
The dew is in the Morning Street. 


Where are the restless throngs that pour 
Along this mighty corridor 

While the noon flames ? the hurrying crowd 
Whose footsteps make the city loud ? 


The myriad faces ? hearts that beat 

No more in the deserted street ?— 

Those footsteps, in their dream-land maze, 
Cross thresholds of forgotten days ; 

Those faces brighten from the years 

In morning suns long set in tears ; 

Those hearts—far in the Past they beat— 
Are singing in their Morning Street. 


A city ’eainst the world’s gray Prime, 


Lost in some desert, far from Time, 
Where noiseless Ages, eliding through, 
Have only sifted sands and dew, 
Were not more lone to one who first 


Upon its giant silence burst, 

Than this strange quiet, where the tide 
Of life, upheaved on either side, 
Hangs trembling, ready soon to heat 
With human waves the Morning Strect. 


Ay, soon the glowing morning flood 
Pours through this charmed solitude ; 
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All silent now, this Memnon-stone 

Will murmur to the rising sun ; 

The busy life this vein shall beat — 
The rush of wheels, the swarm of feet ; 
The Arachne-threads of Purpose stream 
Unseen within the morning gleam; 
The Life will move, the Death be plain; 
The bridal throng, the funeral train, 
Together in the crowd will meet, 

And pass along the Morning Street. 


IN A CELLAR. 


1. 


Tr was the day of Madame de St. 
Cyr’s dinner, an event I never missed ; 
for, the mistress of a mansion in the Fau- 
bourg St. Germain, there still lingered 
about her the exquisite grace and good- 
breeding peculiar to the old régime, that 
insensibly communicates itself to the 
guests till they move in an atmosphere 


of ease that constitutes the charm of” 


home. One was always sure of meeting 
desirable and well-assorted people here, 
and a contre-temps was impossible. More- 
over, the house was not at the command 
of all; and Madame de St. Cyr, with the 
daring strength which, when found in a 
woman at all, should, to be endurable, 
be combined with a sweet but firm re- 
straint, rode rough-shod over the parve- 
nus of the Empire, and was resolute 
enough to insulate herself even among 
the old noblesse, who, as all the world 
knows, insulate themselves from the rest 
of France. ‘There were rare qualities in 
this woman, and were I to have selected 
one who with an even hand should ear 
ry a snuffy candle through a magazine 
of powder, my choice would have de- 
volved upon her; and she would have 
done it. : 

I often looked, and not unsuceessfully, 


to discern what heritage her daughter 
had in these little affairs. Indeed, to one 
like myself Delphine presented the wor- 
thier study. She wanted the airy charm 
of manner, the suavily and tenderness of 
her mother,—a deficiency easily to be 
pardoned in one of such deheate and ex- 
traordinary beauty. And perhaps her 
face was the truest index of her mind ; 
not that it ever transparently displayed 
a genuine emotion,— Delphine was too 
well-bred for that,—but the outline of 
her features had a keen, regular precis- 
ion, as if cut in a gem. Her exquisite 
color seldom varied, her eyes were like 
blue steel, she was statue-like and stony. 
But had one paused there, pronouncing 
her hard and impassive, he had commit- 
ted an error. She had no great capabil- 
ity for passion, but she was not to be de- 
ceived; one metallic flash of her eye 
would eut like a sword through the 
whole mesh of entanglements with which 
you had surrounded her; and frequently, 
when alone with her, yon perceived cool 
recesses in her nature, sparkling and 
pleasant, which jealously guarded them- 
selves from a nearer approach. She was 
infinitely spirituelle ; compared to her, 
Madame herself was heavy. 

At the first I had seen that Delphine 
must be the wife of a diplomate. What 
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diplomate ? For a time asking myself the 
question seriously, I decided in the nega- 
tive, which did not, however, prevent 
Delphine from fulfilling her destiny, since 
there were others. She was, after all, like 
a draught of rich old wine, all fire and 
sweetness. These things were not gen- 
erally seen in her; I was more favored 
than many; and I looked at her with 
pitiless perspicacious eyes. Nevertheless, 
I had not the least advantage ; it was, 
in fact, between us, diamond cut dia- 
mond,—which, oddly enough, brings me 
back to my story. 

Some years previously, I had been 
sent on a special mission to the govern- 
ment at Paris, and having finally execut- 
ed it, I resigned the post, and resolved 
to make my residence there, sinve it is 
the only place on earth where one can 
live. Every morning I half expect to 
see the country, beyond the city, white 
with an encampment of the nations, who, 
having peacetully flocked there over 
night, wait till the Rue St. Honoré shall 
run out and greet them. It surprises 
me, sometimes, that those pretending to 
civilization are content to remain at a 
distance. What experience have they 
of life,—not to mention gayety and pleas- 
ure, but of the great purpose of life,—so- 
ciety? Man evidently is gregarious ; 
Fourier’s fables are founded on fact; we 
are nothing without our opposites, our 
fellows, our lights and shadows, colors, 
relations, combinations, our point d’ap- 
pui, and our angle of sight. An isolated 
man is immensurable; he is also unpic- 
turesque, unnatural, untrue. He is no 
longer the lord of Nature, animal and 
vexetable—but Nature is the lord of him ; 
the trees, skies, flowers, predominate, and 
he is in as bad taste as green and blue, 
or as an oyster in a vase of roses. ‘The 
race swings naturally to clusters. It 
being admitted, then, that society is our 
normal state, where is it to be obtained 
in such perfection as at Paris? Show 
me the urbanity, the generosity in  tri- 
fles, better than sacrifice, the incurious- 
ness and freedom, the grace, and wit, 
and honor, that will equal such as I find 
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here. Morality—we were not speaking 
of it,—the intrusion is unnecessary ; must 
that word with Anglo-Saxon pertinacity 
dog us round the world? A hollow mask, 
which Vice now and then lifis for a 
breath of air, I grant you this state may 
be called; but sinee I find the vice else- 
where, countenance my preference for 
the accompanying mask. But even this is 
vanishing; such drawing-rooms as Mme. 
de St. Cyr’s are Jess and less frequent. 
Yet, though the delichtful spell of the 
last century daily dissipates itself, and 
we are not now what we were twenty 
years azo, still Paris is, and will be till 
the end of time, for a cosmopolitan, the 
pivot on which the world revolves. 

It was, then, as I have said, the day of 
Mme. de St. Cyr’s dinner. Punctually 
at the hour, I presented myself,—for I 
have always esteemed it the least cour- 
tesy which a guest can render, that he 
should not cool his hostess’s dinner. 

The usual choice company waited. 
There was the Marquis of G., the am- 
bassador from home, Col. Leigh, an at- 
taché of that embassy, the Spanish and 
Belgian ministers,—all of whom, with my- 
self, completed a diplomatic circle. Thers 
were also wits and artists, but no ladies 
whose beauty exceeded that of the St. 
Cyrs. With nearly all of this assem- 
blage I held certain relations, so that I 
was immediately at ease. G. was the 
only one whom, perhaps, I would rather 
not have met, although we were the best 
of friends. They awaited but one, the 
Baron Stahl. Meanwhile Delphine stood 
coolly taking the measurement of the 
Marquis of G., while her mother enter- 
tained one and another guest with a low- 
toned flattery, gentle interest, or lively 
narration, as the case might demand. 

In a country where a coup d’élat was 
as easily given as a box on the ear, we 
all attentively watched for the arrival of 
one who had been sent from a neighbor- 
ing empire to negotiate a loan for the 
tottering throne of this. Nor was expec- 
tation kept long on guard. In a moment, 
“Tlis Excellency, the Baron Stahl!” was 
announced. 
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The exaggeration of his low bow to 
Mme. de St. Cyr, the gleam askance 
of his black eye, the absurd simplicity of 
his dress, did not particularly please me. 
A low forehead, straight black brows, a 
beardless cheek with a fine color which 
gave him a fictitiously youthful appear- 
ance, were the most striking traits of his 
face; his person was not to be found 
fault with; but he boldly evinced his 
admiration for Delphine, and with a 
wicked eye. 

As we were introduced, he assured me, 
in pure English, that he had pleasure in 
making the acquaintance of a gentleman 
whose services were so distinguished. 

I, in turn, assured him of my pleasure 
in meeting a gentleman who appreciated 
them. 

I had arrived at the house of Mme. 
de St. Cyr with a load on my mind, 
which for four weeks had weighed there ; 
but before I thus spoke, it was lifted and 
gone. I had seen the Baron Stahl be- 
fore, although not previously aware of it; 
and now, as he bowed, talked my native 
toneue so smoothly, drew a glove over the 
handsome hand upon whose first finger 
shone the only incongruity of his attire, 
a broad gold ring, holding a gaudy red 
stone,—as he stood smiling and expec- 
tant before me, a sudden chain of events 
flashed through my mind, an instantane- 
ous heat, like lightning, welded them into 
logic. A great problem was resolved. 
For a second, the breath seemed snatch- 
ed from my lips; the next, a lighter, freer 
man never trod in diplomatic shoes 

T really beg your pardon,—but perhaps 
from long usage, it has become impossible 
for me to tell a straight story. It is ab- 
solutely necessary to inform you of events 
already transpired. 

In the first place, then, I, at this time, 
possessed a valet, the pink of valets, an 
Englishman,—and not the less valuable 
to me in a foreign capital, that, notwith- 
standing his long residence, he was utter- 
ly unable to speak one word of French 
intelligibly. Reading and writing it read- 
ily, his thick tongue could master scarce- 
ly a syllable. The adroitness and per- 
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fection with which he performed the du- 
ties of his place were unsurpassable. To 
a certain extent I was obliged to admit 
him into my confidence ; I was not at all 
in his. In dexterity and dispatch he 
equalled the advertisements. He never 
condescended to don my cast-off apparel, 
but, disposing of it, always arrayed him- 
self in plain but gentlemanly garments. 
These do not complete the list of May's 
capabilities. He speculated. Respect- 
able tenements in London called him 
landlord ; in the funds certain sums lay 
subject to his order; to a profitable farm 
in Hants he contemplated future retire- 
ment; and passing upon the Bourse, I 
have received a grave bow, and have 
left him in conversation with an eminent 
capitalist respecting consols, dratts, ex- 
change, and other erudite mysteries, where 
I yet find myself in the ABC. Thus 
not only was my valet a free-born Briton, 
but a landed proprietor. If the Roth- 
schilds blacked your boots or shaved vour 
chin, your emotions might be akin to 
mine. When this man, who had an in- 
terest in the India traders, brought the 
hot water into my dressing-room, of a 
morning, the Antipodes were tributary to 
me; to what extent might any little iras- 
cibility of mine drive a depression in the 
market! and I knew, as he brushed my 
hat, whether stocks rose or fell. In one 
respect, I was essentially like our Saxon 
ancestors,—my servant was a villain. If 
I had been merely a civilian, in any pure- 
ly private capacity, having leisure to at- 
tend to personal concerns in the midst 
of the delicate specialties intrusted to me 
from the cabinet at home, the possession 
of so inestimable a valet might have bul- 
lied me beyond endurance. As it was, 
I found it rather agreeable than other- 
He was tacitly my secretary of 
finance. 

Several years ago, a diamond of won- 
dertul size and beauty, having wandered 
from the East, fell into certain imperial 
coffers among our Continental neighbors ; 
and at the same time some extraordinary 
intelligence, essential to the existence, so 
to speak, of that government, reached a 
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person there who fixed as its price this 
diamond. After a while he obtained it, 
but, judging that prudence lay in depart- 
ure, took it to England, where it was pur- 
chased for an enormous sum by the Duke 
of » as he will remain an unknown 
quantity, let us say X. There are prob- 
ably not a dozen such diamonds in the 
world,—certainly not three in England. 
It rejoiced in such flowery appellatives 
as the Sea of Splendor, the Moon of 
Milk; and, of course, those who had 
been scarcely better than jewed out of 
jt were determined to obtain it again at 
all hazards ;—they were never famous for 
scrupulosity. The Duke of X. was aware 
of this, and, for a time, the gem had lain 
idle, its glory muffled in a casket; but 
finally, on some grand occasion, a few 
months prior to the period of which I 
have spoken above, it was determined to 
set it in the Duchess’s coronet. Accord- 
ingly, one day, it was given by her son, 
the Marquis of G., into the hands of their 
solicitor, who should deliver it to her 
Grace’s jeweller. It lay in a small sha- 
green case, and, before the Marquis left, 
the solicitor placed the case in a flat 
leathern box, where lay a chain of most 


singular workmanship, the clasp of which 
was deranged. This chain very 
broad, of a style known as the Dbrick- 
work, but every brick was a tiny gem, 
set in a delicate filigree linked with the 
next, and the whole rainbowed lustrous- 
ness moving at your will, like the scales 
of some gorgeous Egyptian serpent ;—the 
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solicitor was to take this also to the jew- 
eller. T[aving laid the box in his private 
desk, Ulster, his confidential clerk, lock- 
edit, while he bowed the Marquis down. 
Returning immediately, the solicitor took 
the flat box and drove to the jeweller’s. 
He found the latter so crowded with eus- 
tomers, it being the fashionable hour, as 
to be unable to attend to him; he, how- 
ever, took the solicitor into his inner 
room, a dark fire-proof place, and there 
quickly deposited the box within a safe, 
which stood inside another, like a Japan- 
ese puzzle, and the solicitor, seeing the 
doors double-locked and secured, depart- 
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ed; the other promising to attend to the 
matter on the morrow. 

Early the next morning, the jeweller 
entered his dark room, and proceeded to 
unlock the safe. This being concluded, 
and the inner one also thrown open, be 
found the box in a last and entirely, as 
he had always believed, secret compart- 
ment. Anxious to see this wonder, this 
Eye of Morning, and Heart of Day, he 
eagerly loosened the band and unclosed 
the box. It was empty. There was no 
chain there; the diamond was missing. 
The sweat streamed from his forehead, 
his clothes were saturated, he believed 
himself the victim of a delusion.  Call- 
ing an assistant, every article and nook 
in the dark room was examined. At last, 
in an extremity of despair, he sent for 
the solicitor, who arrived in a breath. 
The jeweller’s alarm hardly equalled that 
of the other. In his sudden dismay, he 
at first forgot the circumstances and 
dates relating to the affair; afterward 
was doubtful. The Marquis of G. was 
summoned, the police called in, the jew- 
eller given into custody. Every breath 
the solicitor continued to draw only built 
up his ruin. He swallowed Jaudanum, 
but, by making it an overdose, frustrated 
his own design. He was assured, on his 
recovery, that no suspicion attached to 
him. The jeweller now asseverated that 
the diamond had never been given to 
him; but though this was strictly true, 
the jeweller had, nevertheless, commit- 
ted perjury. Of course, whoever had 
the stone would not attempt to dispose 
of it at present, and, though communi- 
cations were opened with the general 
European police, there was very Tittle 
to work upon. But by means of this 


last step the former possessors became 


aware of its loss, and I make no doubt 
had their agents abroad immediately. 
Meanwhile, the case hune here, com- 
plicated and tantalizing, when one morn- 
ing I woke in London. No sooner had 
G. heard of my arrival than he called, 
and, relating the affair, requested my as- 
sistance. I confess myself to have been 
interested,—foolishly so, 1 thought after- 


1859.] 


ward; but we all have our weaknesses, 
and diamonds were mine. In company 
with the Marquis, I waited upon the so- 
licitor, who entered into the few details 
minutely, calling frequently upon Ulster, 
a young fresh-looking man, for corrobo- 
ration. We then droye to the jeweller’s 
new quarters, took him, under charge 
of the officers, to his place of business, 
where he nervously showed me every 
point that could bear upon the subject, 
and ended by exclaiming, that he was 
ruined, and all for a stone he had never 
seen. I sat quietly for a few moments. 
It stood, then, thus :—G. had given the 
thing to the solicitor, seen it put into 
the bex, seen the box put into the desk ; 
but while the confidential clerk, Ulster, 
locked the desk, the solicitor saw the 
Marquis to the door,—returning, took the 
box, without opening it again, to the jew- 
eller, who, in the hurry, shat it up in his 
_safe, also without opening it. The case 
was perfectly clear. These mysterious 
things are always so simple! You know 
now, as well as I, who took the diamond. 

I did not choose to volunteer, but as- 
sented, on being desired. ‘The police and 
I were old friends; they had so often as- 
sisted me, that I was not afraid to pay 
them in kind, and accordingly agreed to 
take charge of the case, still retaining 
their aid, should I require it. The jew- 
eller was now restored to his occupation, 
although still subjected to a rigid surveil- 
lance, and I instituted inquiries into the 
recent movements of the young man Ul- 
ster. The case seemed to me to have been 
very blindly conducted. But, though all 
that was brought to light concerning him 
in London was perfectly fair and above- 
board, it was discovered that not long 
sinve he had visited Paris,—on the so- 
licitor’s business, of course, but gaining 
thereby an opportunity to transact any 
little affairs of his own. This was for- 
tunate ; for if any one could do anything 
in Paris, it was myself. 

Tt is not often that T act as a detective. 
But one homoveneons to every situation 
could hardly play a pleasanter part for 
once. I have thought that our great mas- 
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ters in theory and practice, Machiavel 
and ‘Talleyrand, were hardly more, on a 
large scale. 

I was about to return to Paris, but re- 
solved to call previously on the solicitor 
again. He welcomed me warmly, al- 
though my suspicions had not been im- 
parted to him. and, with a more cheerful 
heart than had lately been habitual to 
him, entered into an animated conyersa- 
tion respecting the great case of Biter v. 
Bit, then absorbing so much of the public 
attention, frequently addressing Ulster, 
whose remarks were always pertinent, 
brief, and clear. As I sat actively dis- 
cussing the topic, feeling no more inter- 
est in it than in the end of that cigar I 
just cut off, and noting exactly every 
look and motion of the unfortunate youth, 
I recollect the curious sentiment that fll 
ed me regarding him. What injury had 
he done me, that I should pursue him 
with punishment? Me? Tam, and ey- 
ery individual is, integral with the com- 
monwealth. It was the commonwealth 
he had injured. Yet, even then, why 
was I the one to administer justice ? 
Why not continue with my coffee in the 
morning, my kings and cabinets and na- 
tional chess at noon, my opera at night, 
and let the poor devil go? Why, but 
that justice is brought home to every 
member of society,—that naked duty re- 
quires no shirking of such responsibility, 
—that, had I thiled here, the crime might, 
with reason, lie at my door and multiply, 
the criminal increase himself ? 

Very possibly you will not unite with 
me; but these little catechisms are, once 
in a while, indispensable, to vindicate 
one’s course to one’s-self. 

This Ulster was a handsome youth ;—the 
rogues have generally all the good looks. 
There was nothing else remarkable about 
him but his quickness; he was perpetual- 
ly on the alert; by constant activity, the 
rust was never allowed to collect on his 
faculties ; 
—he appeared subject to a tense strain. 
Now his quill scratched over the paper 
unconcernedly, while he could join as 


his sharpness was distressing, 


easily in his master’s conversation ; noth- 
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ing seemed to preoccupy him, or he held 
a mind open at every point. It is pitiful 
to remember him that morning, sitting 
quiet, unconscious, and_ free, utterly in 
the hands of that mighty Inquisition, the 
Metropolitan Police, with its countless 
arms, its cells and myrmidons in the re- 
motest corners of the Continent, at the 
mercy of so merciless a monster, and 
momently closer involved, like some poor 
prey round which a spider spins its be- 
wildering web. It was also curious to 
observe the sudden suspicion that dark- 
ened his face at some innocent remark.— 
the quick shrinking and intrenched re- 
tirement, the manifest sting and rancor, 
as I touched his wound with a swift flash 
of my slender weapon and sheathed it 
again, and, after the thrust, the espionage, 
and the relief at believing it accidental. 
He had many threads to gather up and 
hold;—little electric warnings along them 
must have been constantly shocking him. 
He did that part well enough; it was a 
mistake, to begin with; he needed pru- 
dence. At that time I owed this Ulster 
nothing; now, however, I owe him a 
grudge, for some of the most harassing 
hours of my life were occasioned me by 
him. But I shall not cherish enmity on 
that account. With so promising a be- 
ginning, he will graduate and take his 
degree from the loftiest altitude in his 
line. Ilemp is a narcotic; let it bring 
me forgetfulness. 

Tn Paris I found it not diffieult to trace 
such a person, since he was both foreign 
and unaccustomed. It was ascertained 
that he had posted several letters. A 
person. of his description had been seen 
to drop a letter, the superscription of 
which had been read by the one who 
picked it up for him. This superscrip- 
tion was the address of the very person 
who was likely to be the agent of the 
former possessors of the diamond, and 
had attracted attention. After all,—you 
know the Seeret Force,—it was not so 
impossible to imagine what this letter 
contained, despite of its cipher. Such a 
person also had been met among the 
Jews, and at certain shops whose repu- 
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tation was not of the clearest. He had 
called once or twice on Mme. de St. 
Cyr, on business relative to a vineyard 
adjoining her chfteau in the Gironde, 
which she had sold to a wine-merchant 
of England. I found a zest in the affair, 
as I pursued it. 

We were now fairly at sea, but before 
long I found we were likely to remain 
there; in fact, nothing of consequence 
eventuated. I began to regret having 
taken the affair from the hands in which 
T had found it, and one day, it being 
a gala or some insatiable saint’s day, I 
was riding, perplexed with that and oth- 
er matters, and paying small attention 
to the passing crowd. I was vexed and 
mortified, and had fully decided to throw 
up the whole—on such hairs do things 
hang,—when, suddenly turning a corner, 
my bridle-reins became entangled in the 
snafile of another rider. I loosened them 
abstractedly, and not till it was necessary 
to bow to my strange antagonist, on part- 
ing, did I glance up. ‘The person be- 
fore me was evidently not accustomed to 
play the dandy; he wore his clothes ill, 
sat his horse worse, and was uneasy in 
the saddle. The unmistakable air of 
the gamin was apparent beneath the su- 
perficies of the gentleman. Conspicuous 
on his costume, and wound like an or- 
der of merit upon his breast, glittered a 
chain, the chain,—each tiny brick-like 
gem spiked with a hundred sparks, and 
building a fabric of sturdy probabilities 
with the celerity of the genii in con- 
structing Aladdin’s palace. There, a 
cable to haul up the treasure, was the 
chain ;—wheye was the diamond ? I need 
not tell you how J followed this young 
friend, with what assiduity I kept him in 
sight, up and down, all day long, till, 
weary at last of his fine sport, as I cer- 
tainly was of mine, he left his steed in 
stall and fared on his way a-foot. Still 
pursuing, now I threaded quay and 
square, street and alley, till he disap- 
peared in a small shop, in one of those 
dark crowded lanes leading castward 
from the Pent Neuf, in the city. It was 
the sign of a marchand des armures, 
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and, havirg provided myself with those 
persuasive arguments, a sergent-ee-ville 
and a gendarme, I entered. 

A place more characteristic it would 
be impossible to find. Here were piled 
bows of every material, ash, and horn, 
and tougher fibres, with slackened strings, 
and among them peered a rusty clarion 
and battle-axe, while the quivers that 
should have accompanied lay in a dis- 
tant corner, their arrows serving to pin 
long, dusty, torn ‘banners to the wall. 
Opposite the entrance, an archer in 
bronze hung on tiptoe, and levelled a 
steel bow, whose piercing /léche seemed 
sparkling with impatience to spring from 
his finger and flesh itself in the heart of 
the intruder. The hauberk and halberd, 
lance and casque, arquebuse and sword, 
were suspended in friendly congeries ; 
and fragments of costly stuf! swept from 
ceiling to floor, crushed and soiled by the 
heaps of rusty firelocks, cutlasses, and 
gauntlets thrown upon them. In one 
place, a little antique bust was half hid 
in the folds of some pennon, still dyed 
with battle-stains; in another, scattered 
treasures of Dresden and Sevres brought 
the drawing-room into the campaign; 
and all around bivouacked rifles, whose 
polished barrels glittered full of death,— 
pistols, variously mounted, for an insur- 
gent at the barricades, or for a lost mil- 
lionnaire at the gaming-table,—foils, with 
buttoned bluntness,—and rapiers, whose 
even edges were viewless, as if filed into 
air. Destruction lay everywhere, at the 
command of the owner of this place, and, 
had he possessed a particle of vivacity, it 
would have been hazardous to bow be- 
neath his doorway. It did not, I must 
say, look like a place where I should find 
a diamond. As the owner came forward, 
I determined on my plan of action. 

“You have, Sir,” I said, handing him 
a bit of paper, on which were scrawled 
some numbers, “a diamond in your pos- 
session, of such and so many carats, size, 
and value, belonging to the Duke of X., 
and left with you by an Englishman, Mr. 
Arthur Ulster. You will deliver it to 
me, if you please.” 
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ing his hands, and surveying me with the 
widest cyes I ever saw. “A diamond! 
In my possession! So immense a thing! 
It is impossible. I have not even seen 
one of the kind. It is amistake. Jacques 
Noailles, the vender of jewels en gros, 
second door below, must be the man. 
One should perceive that my business 
is with arms, not diamonds. I have it 
not; it would ruin me.” 

Here he paused for a reply, but, meet- 
ing none, resuned. “ M. Arthur Ulster! 
—TI have heard of no such person. I 
never spoke with an Englishman. Bah! 
I detest them! I have no dealings 
with them. I repeat, I have not your 
jewel. Do you wish anything more of 
me?” 

His vehemence only convinced me of 
the truth of my suspicions. 

“ These heroics are out of place,” I 
answered. “I demand the article in 
question.” 

“ Monsieur doubts me?” he asked, 
with a rueful face,—* questions my word, 
which is incontrovertible 7” Here he 
clapped his hand upon a couteau-de- 
chasse lying near, but, appearing to think 
better of it, drew himself up, and, with 
a shower of nods flung at me, added, “ I 
deny your accusation!” I had not ac- 
cused him. 

“ You are at too much pains to convict 
yourself. I charge you with nothing,” I 
said. “ But this diamond must be sur- 
rendered.” 

“ Monsieur is mad he exclaimed, 
“mad! he dreams! Do I look like one 
who possesses such a trophy ? Does my 
shop resemble a mine? Look about! 
See! All that is here would not bring 
a hundredth part of its price. I beseech 
Monsieur to believe me; he has mistaken 
the number, or has been misinformed.” 

“ We waste words. I know this dia- 
mond is here, as well as a costly chain ”— 

“On my soul, on my life, on my hon- 
or,” he cried, clasping his hands and turn- 
ing up his eyes, “there is here nothing 
of the kind. Ido not deal in gems. A 
little silk, a few weapons, a curiosity, a 
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nicknack, comprise my stock. I have 
not the diamond. I do not know the 
thing. I am poor. I am honest. Sus- 
picion destroys me!” 

“As you will find, should I be longer 
troubled by your denials.” 

He was inflexible, and, having exhaust- 
ed every artifice of innocence, wiped the 
tears from his eyes,—oh, these French! 
life is their theatre,—and remained (uict. 
It was getting dark. There was no gas 
in the place; but in the pause a distant 


street-lamp swung its light dimly round. 

“Unless one desires to purchase, al- 
low me to say that it is my hour for clos- 
ing,” he remarked, blandly, rubbing his 
black-bearded chin. 

“My time is valuable,” I returned. 
“Tt is late and dark. When your shop- 
boy lights up” 

“ Pardon,—we do not light.” 

“Permit me, then, to perform that of 
fice for you. In this blaze you may per- 
ceive my companions, whom you have 


not appeared to recognize.” 

So saying, T seratched a match upon 
the floor, and, as the sergent-de-ville and 
the gendarme advanced, threw the light 
of the blue spirt of sulphurous flame up- 
on them. In a moment more the match 
went out, and we remained in the demi- 
twilight of the distant lantern. The 
marchand des armures stood petrified 
and aghast. Had he seen the imps of 
Satan in that instant, it could have had 
no greater effect. 

“ You have seen them ?” Tasked. “TI 
regret to inconvenience you; but unless 


this diamond is produced at once, my 
friends will put their seal on your goods, 
your property will be confiscated, your- 
self in a dungeon. In other words, I al- 
low you five minutes ; at the close of that 
time you will have chosen between resti- 
tution and ruin.” 

He remained apparently lost in thought. 
He was a big, stout man, and with one 
blow of his powerful fist could easily have 
settled me. Tt was the last thing in his 
mind. At length he lifted his head,— 
* Rosalie !” he called. 

At the word, a light foot pattered along 
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a stone floor within, and in a moment a 
little woman stood in an arch raised by 
two steps from our own level. Carrying 
a candle, she descended and tripped 
toward him. She was not pretty, but 
sprightly and keen, as the perpetual at- 
trition of life must needs make her, and 
wore the everlasting grisette costume, 
which displays the neatest of ankles, and 
whose cap is more becoming than wreaths 
of garden millinery. Iam too minute, I 
see, but it is second nature. The two com- 
menced a vigorous whispering amid sun- 
dry gestures and glances. Suddenly the 
woman turned, and, laying the prettiest 
of little hands on my sleeve, said, with a 
winning smile,— 

“Ts it a crime of lése-majesté?” 

This was a new idea, but might be use- 
ful. 

“ Not yet,” I said; “two minutes more, 
and I will not answer for the conse- 
quence.” 

Other whispers ensued. 

“Monsieur,” said the man, leaning on 
one arm over the counter, and looking 
up in my face, with the most engaging 
frankness,—* it is true that I have such 
a diamond; but it is not mine. It is left 
with me to be delivered to the Baron 
Stahl, who comes as an agent from his 
court for its purchase.” 

* Yes,—I know.” 

“THe was to have paid me half a mil- 
lion francs,—not half’ its worth,—in trust 
for the person who left it, who is not M. 
Arthur Ulster, but Mime. de St. Cyr.” 

Madame de St. Cyr! How under the 
No, —it could not be possible. 
The case stood as it stood before. The 
rogue was in deeper water than I had 
thouvht; he had merely employed Mme. 
de St. Cyr. Iran this over in my mind, 
while I said, “ Yes.” : 

“ Now, Sir,” I continued, “you will 
state the terms of this transaction.” 

“With pleasure. For my trouble I 
was myself to receive patronage and five 
thousand francs. The Baron is to be 
here directly, on other and public busi- 
ness. Reine du ciel, Monsieur! how shall 
I meet him?” 
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“Tle is powerless in Paris; your fear 
is idle.” 

“True. There were no other terms.” 

“ Nor papers ?” 

“The lady thought it safest to be with- 
out them. She took merely my receipt, 
which the Baron Stahl will bring to me 
from her before receiving this.” 

“T will trouble you for it now.” 

He bowed and shuffled away. At a 
glance from me, the gendarme slipped 
to the rear of the building, where three 
others were stationed at the two exits in 
that direction, to caution them of the crit- 
ical moment, and returned. Ten min- 
utes passed,—the merchant did not ap- 
pear. If, after all, he had made off with 
it! There had been the click of a bolt, 
the halfstifled rattle of arms, as if’ a door 
had been opened and rapidly closed 
again, but nothing more. 

“T will see what detains my friend,” 
said Mademoiselle, the litthe woman. 

We suffered her to withdraw. In a 
moment more a quick expostulation was 
to be heard. 

“They ave there, the gendarmes, my 
little one! I should have rug, but they 
caught me, the villains! and replaced me 
in the house. Oh, saere !”—and rolling 
this word between his teeth, he came 
down and laid a little box on the coun- 
ter. I opened it. There was within a 
large, glittering, curiously-cut piece of 
glass. I threw it aside. 

“The diamond!” I exclaimed. 

“Monsieur had it,” he replied, stoop- 
ing to pick up the glass with every ap- 
pearance of surprise and care. 

“Do you mean to say you endeavored 
to escape with that bawble? Produce 
the diamond instantly, or you shall hang 
as high as Haman!” T roared. 

Whether he knew the individual in ques- 
tion or not, the threat was efficient; he 
trembled and hesitated, and finally drew 
the identical shagreen ease from his bosom. 

“T but jested,” he said.“ Monsieur 
will witness that I relinquish it with re- 
luectance.” 

“ ] will witness that you receive stolen 
goods!” I cried, in wrath. 
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He placed it in my hands. 

“Oh!” he groaned, from the bottom 
of Ins heart, hanging his head, and lay- 
ing both hands on the counter before 
him,—* it pains, it grieves me to part 
with it!” 

“ And the chain,” I said. 

“ Monsieur did not demand that !” 

“T demand it now.” 

In a moment, the chain also was given 
me. 

“ And now will Monsieur do me a fa- 
Will he inform me by what means 
he ascertained these facts ?” 

I glanced at the yargon, who had prob- 
ably supplied himself with his master’s 
finery illicitly ;—he was the means ;— 


vor ? 


we have some generosity ;—1 thor 
should prefer doing him the favor, and 
declined. 

I unclasped the shagreen case; the 
sergent-de-ville and the gendarme stole 
up and looked over my shoulder; the 
garcgon drew near with round eyes; the 
little woman peeped across; the mer- 
chant, with tears streaming over his face, 
gazed as if it had been a loadstone ; final- 
There it lay, the 
glowing, resplendent thing ! flashing in af- 
fluence of splendor, throbbing and palpi- 
tant with life, drawing all the light from 
the lite woman’s candle, from the spark- 
ling armor around, from the steel barbs, 
and the distant lantern, into its bosom. 
It was scarcely so large as [had expect- 
ed to see it, but more brilliant than any- 
thing I could conceive of. I do not be- 


ly, I looked myself. 


lieve there is another such in the world. 
One saw clearly that the Oriental super- 
stition of the sex of stones was no fable; 
this 
monds, the queen herself, the principle 
of life, the rejoicing creative forve. Tt 
was not radiant, as the term literally tak- 
en implies; it seemed rather to retain its 
wealth,—instead of emitting its glorious 
rays, to curl them back like the fringe of 
a madrepore, and lie there with redoubled 
quivering scintillations, a mass of white 


was essentially the female of dia- 


magnificence, not prismatic, but a vast 
milky lustre. I closed the case ; on re- 
opening it, I could scarcely believe that 
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the beautiful sleepless eye would again 
flash upon me. I did not comprehend 
how it could afford such perpetual rich- 
ness, such sheets of’ lustre. 

At last we compelled ourselves to be 
satisfied. I left the shop, dismissed my 
attendants, and, fresh trom the contem- 
plation of this miracle, again trod the 
dirty, reeking streets, crossed the bridge, 
with its lights, its warehouses midway, its 
living torrents who poured on uncon- 
scious of the beauty within their reach. 
The thought of their ignorance of the 
treasure, not a dozen yards distant, has 
often made me question if we all are not 
equally unaware of other and greater 
processes of life, of more perfect, sublim- 
ed, and, as it were, spiritual crystalliza- 
tions going on invisibly about us. But 
had these been told of the thing clutched 
in the hand of a passer, how many of 
them would have known where to turn? 
and we,—are we any better ? 


I. 


For a few days I carried the diamond 
about my person, and did not mention its 
recovery even to my valet, who knew 
that [ sought it, but communicated only 
with the Marquis of G., who replied, that 
he would be in Paris on a certain day, 
when I could safely deliver it to him. 

Tt was now generally ramored that the 
neighboring government was about to 
send Stahl, ambassador 
concerning arrangements for a loan to 
maintain the sinking monarchy in su- 


us the Baron 


premacy at Paris, the usual synecdoche 
for France. . 

The weather being fine, T proceeded 
to call on Mme. de St. Cyr. She re- 
ceived me in her boudoir, and on my 
way thither I could not but observe the 
perfect quiet and cloistered seclusion that 
pervaded the whole house—the house it- 
self seeming only an adjunct of the still 


and sunny garden, of which one caught a 
glimpse through the long open hall-win- 
dows beyond. This boudoir did not dif- 
fer from others to which I have been 
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admitted: the same delicate shades; all 
the dainty appliances of Art for beauty ; 
the lavish profusion of bijouterie ; and 
the usual statuettes of innocence, to mdi- 
cate, perhaps, the presence of that com- 
modity which might not be guessed at 
otherwise ; and burning in a silver cup, 
a rich perfume loaded the air with volup- 
tuous sweetness. Through a halfopen 
door an inner boudoir was to be seen, 
which must have been Delphine’s; it 
looked like her; the prevailing hue was 
a soft purple, or gray; a prie-dieu, a 
book-shelf, and desk, of a dark West 
Indian wood, were just visible. There 
was but one picture,—a sad-eyed, beauti- 
ful Fate. It was the type of her nation. 
I think she worshipped it. And how apt 
is misfortune to degenerate into Fate !— 
not that the girl had ever experienced 
the former, but, dissatisfied with life, and 
secing no outlet, she accepted it stoically 
and waited till it should be over. She 
needed to be aroused ;—the Station of 
an ambassadrice, which I desired for 
her, might kindle the spark. There 
were no flowers, no perfumes, no busts, 
in this ascetic place. Delphine herself, 
in some faint rosy gauze, her fair hair 
streaming round her, as she lay on a 
white-draped couch, halfrisen on one 
arm, while she read the morning's feville- 
ton, was the most perfect statuary of 
which a room could boast,—illumined, as 
I saw her, by the gay beams that enter- 
ed at the loftily-arched window, broken 
only by the flickering of the vine-leaves 
that clustered the curiously-latticed panes 
without. She resembled in kind a Nymph 
or Aphrodite just bursting from the sea. 

Madame de St. Cyr received me with 
empressement, and, so doing, closed the 
door of this shrine. We spoke of vari- 
ous things,—of the court, the theatre. the 
weather, the world,—skating lightly round 
the slender edges of her secret, till finally 
she invited me to lunch with her in the 
garden. Here, on a rustic table, stood 
wine and a few delicacies,—while, by ex- 
tending a hand, we could grasp the hang- 
ing pears and nectarines, still warm to 
the lip and luscious with sunshine, as 
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we disputed possession with the envious 
wasp who had established a priority oot 
claim. 

“Tt is to be hoped,” T said, sipping the 
Haut-Brion, whose fine and brittle smack 
contrasted rarely with the delicious juici- 
ness of the fruit, “that you have laid 
in a supply of this treasure that neither 
moth nor rust doth corrupt, before part- 
ing with that littke gem in the Gironde.” 

“Ah? You know, then, that I have 
sold it ?” 

“Yes,” Ireplied. ‘Ihave the pleas- 
ure of Mr. Ulster’s acquaintance.” 

“He arranged the terms for me,” she 
said, with restraint,—adding, “I could 
almost wish now that it had not been.” 

This was probably true; for the sum 
which she hoped to receive from Ulster 
for standing sponsor to his jewel was 
possibly equal to the price of her vine- 
yard. 

“Tt was indispensable at the time, this 
sale; I thought best to hazard it on one 
more season.—If, after such advantages, 
Delphine will not marry, why—it re- 
mains to retire into the country and end 
our days with the barbarians!” she con- 
tinued, shrugging her shoulders ; “ I have 
a house there.” 

“ But you will not be obliged to throw 
us all into despair by such a step now,” I 
replied. : 

She looked quickly, as if to see how 
nearly I had approached her citadel,— 
then, finding in my face no expression but 
a complimentary one, “ No,” she said, “ I 
hope that my affairs have brightened a 
little. One never knows what 
store.” 

Before long T had assured myself that 
Mme. de St. Cyr was not a party to the 
theft, but had merely been hired by Ul- 
ster, who, discovering the state of her 
affairs, had not, therefore, revealed his 
own,—and this without in the least im- 
plying any knowledge on my part of the 
transaction. Ulster must have seen the 
necessity of leaving the business in the 
hands of a compctent person, and Mme. 
de St. Cyr’s financial talent was patent. 
There were few ladies in Paris who would 
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have rejected the opportunity. Of these 
things I felt a tolerable certainty. 

“We throng with foreigners,” said 
Madame, archly, as I reached this point. 
“ Diplomates, too. The Baron Stall ar- 
rives in a day.” 

“T have heard,” I responded. “ You 
are acquainted ?” 

“ Alas! no,” she said. “I knew his 
father well, though he himself is not 
young. Indeed, the families thought once 
of intermarriage. But nothing has been 
said on the subject for many ‘vears. His 
Excellency, I hear, will strengthen him- 
self at home by an alliance with the 
young Countess, the natural daughter of 
the Emperor.” 

“ He surely will never be so imprudent 
as to rivet his chain by such a link !” 

“Tt is impossible to compute the dice 
in those despotic countries,” she rejoined, 
—which was pretty well, considering the 
freedom enjoyed by France at that pe- 
riod. 

“Tt may be,” I sugeested, “that the 
Baron hopes to open this delicate sub- 
ject with you himself, Madame.” 

“Tt is unlikely,” she said, sighing. 
“And for Delphine, should I tell her his 
Excellency preferred scarlet, she would 
infallibly wear blue. Imagine her, Mon- 
sieur, in fine scarlet, with a scarf of gold 
gauze, and rustling grasses in that un- 
ruly gold hair of hers! She would be di- 
vine!” 

The maternal instinct as we have it 
here at Paris confounds me. I do not 
comprehend it. Tere was a mother who 
did not particularly love her child, who 
would not be inconsolable at her loss, 
would not ruin her own complexion by 
care of her during illness, would send her 
through fire and water and every torture 
to secure or maintain a desirable rank, 
who yet would entangle herself deeply 
in intrigue, would not hesitate to tarnish 
her own reputation, and would, in fact, 
raise heaven and earth to—endow this 
child with a brilliant mateh. And Mme. 
de St. Cyr seemed to regard Delphine, 
still further, as a cool matter of Art. 

These little confidences, moreover, are 
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provoking. They put you yourself so 
entirely out of the question. 

“ Mile. de St. Cyr’s beauty is peerless,” 
I said, slightly chagrined, and at a loss. 
“If hearts were trumps, instead of dia- 
monis |” 

“We are poor,” resumed Madame, 
pathetically.“ Delphine is not an heir- 
Delphine is proud. She will not 

Iler coquetry is that 
Tler kisses are arrows. 
And Madame, her 


ess. 
stoop to charm. 
of an Amazon. 
She is Medusa!” 
mother, shivered. 

Here, with her hair knotted up and 
secured by a tiny dagger, her gauzy 
drapery gathered in her arm, Delphine 
floated down the green alley toward us, 
asif'in a rosy cloud. But this soft aspect 
never could have been more widely con- 
tradicted than by the stony repose and 
cutting calm of her beautiful face. 

“The Marquis of G.,” said her moth- 
er, “he also arrives ambassador, Has 
he talent? Is he brilliant? Wealthy, of 
course,—but gauche ?” 

Therewith I sketched for them the 
Marquis and his surroundings. 

“It is charming,” said Madame. * Del- 
phine, do you attend ?” 

“And why?” asked Delphine, half 
concealing a yawn with her dazzling 
hand. “It is wearisome ; it matters not 
to me.” 

“But he will not go to marry him- 
self in France,” said her mother. “ Oh, 
these English,” she added, with a laugh, 
* yourself, Monsieur, being proof of it, 
will not mingle blood, lest the Channel 
should still flow between the little red 
You will go? but to return 
You will dine with me soon ? 


globules! 
shortly ? 
Au revoir!” and she gave me her hand 
graciously, while Delphine bowed as if I 
were already gone, threw herself into a 
garden-chair, and commenced pouring 
the wine on a stone for a litile tame 
snake which came out and lapped it. 
Such women as Mme. de St. Cyr 
have a species of magnetism about them, 
It is dificult to retain one’s self-respect 
before them,-—for no other reason than 
that one is, at the moment, absorbed into 
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their individuality, and thinks and acts 
with them. Delphine must have had a 
strong will, and perpetual antagonism did 
not weaken it. As for me, Madame had, 
doubtless, reasons of her own for tearing 
aside these customary bands of reserve,— 
reasons which, if you do not perceive, I 
shall not enumerate. 


“ Have you met with anything farther 
in your search, Sir?” asked my valet, | 
next morning. 

“Oh, yes, Hay,” I returned, in a very 
good humor,—* with ereat success. You 
have assisted me so much, that Tam sure 
T owe it to you to say that I have found 
the diamond.” 

“Indeed, Sir, you are very kind. I 
have been interested, but my assistance 
is not worth mentioning. I thought like- 
ly it might be, you appeared so quiet.”— 
The cunning dog !—* low did you find 
it, Sir, may I ask ?” 

I briefly related the leading facts, since 
he had been aware of the progress of the 


fa} 


ease to that point,—without, however, 
mentioning Mime. de St. Cyr’s name. 
& And Monsieur did not inform me !” 


a French valet would have cried. 

“You were prudent not to mention it, 
Sir,” said Hay. “ These walls must have 
better ears than ordinary; for a family 
has moved in on the first floor recently, 
whose actions are extremely suspicious. 
But is this precious aflair to be seen ?” 

I took it from an inner pocket and 
displayed it, having discarded the sha- 
ereen case as inconvenient. 

“Tlis Excellency must return as he 
came,” said I. 

Hay’s eyes sparkled. 

* And do you earry it there, Sir?” he 
asked, with surprise, as I restored it to 
my waistcoat-pocket. 

“JT shall take it to the bank,’ I said. 
“ T do not like the responsibility.” 

“Tt is very unsafe,” was the warn- 
ing of this cautious fellow. “ Why, Sir! 
any of these swells, these pickpockets, 
might meet you, run against you,—so!” 
said Hay, suiting the action to the word, 
“ and, with the little sharp knife conceal- 
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ed in just such a ring as this I wear, 
give a light tap, and there’s a slit in your 
vest, Sir, but no diamond !”—and instant- 
ly resuming his former respectful deport- 
ment, Hay handed me my gloves and 
stick, and smoothed my hat. 

“ Nonsense!” I replied, drawing on 
the gloves, “I should like to see the man 


who could be too quick for me. Any 
news from India, Hay ?” 
“None of consequence, Sir. The in- 


digo crop is said to have failed, which 
advances the figure of that on hand, so 
that one or two fortunes will be made 
to-day. Your hat, Sir ?—your lunettes ? 
Here they are, Sir.” 

“ Good morning, Hay.” 

* Good morning, Sir.” 

I descended the stairs, buttoning my 
gloves, paused a moment at the door to 
look about, and proceeded down the 
street, which was not more than usually 
thronged. At the bank I paused to as- 
sure myself that the diamond was safe. 
My fingers caught in a singular slit. I 
started. As Hay had prophesied, there 
was a fine longitudinal cut in my waist- 
coat, but the pocket was empty. My 
God! the thing was gone. I never can for- 
get the blank nihility of all existence that 
dreadful moment when I stood fumbling 
for what was not. Calm as I sit here 
and tell of it, L vow to you a shiver cours- 
es through me at the very thought. Thad 
circumvented Stahl only to destroy myself. 
The diamond was lost again. My mind 
flew like lightning over every chance, 
and a thousand started up like steel spikes 
to snatch the bolt. For a moment 1 was 
stunned, but, never being very subject to 
despair, on my recovery, which was al- 
most at once, took every measure that 
could be devised. Who had touch- 
ed me? Whom had I met? Through 
what streets had Icome? In ten min- 
utes the Prefect had the matter in hand. 
My injunctions were strict privacy. I 
sincerely hoped the mishap would not 
reach England; and if the diamond were 
not recovered before the Marquis of G. 
arrived,—why, there was the Seine. It 
is all very well to talk,—yet suicide is 


In a Cellar. 


163 


so French an affair, that an Englishman 
does not take to it naturally, and, except 
in November, the Seine is too cold and 
damp for comiort, but during that month 
I suppose it does not greatly differ in 
these respects from our own atmosphere. 

A preternatural activity now possessed 
me. I slept none, ate little, worked ims 
moderately. I spared no eforts, for ev- 
erything was at stake. In the midst of 
all G. arrived. Hay also exerted him- 
self to the utmost ; I promised him a hun- 
dred pounds, if I found it. He never 
told me that he said how it would be, 
never intruded the state of the market, 
never resented my irritating conduet, but 
watched me with narrow yet kind solici- 
tude, and frequently offered valuable sug- 
gestions, which, however, as everything 
else did, led to nothing. I did not call 
on G., but in a week or so his card was 

* Deny 
It yet wanted a week 
of the day on which I had promised to 
deliver him Meanwhile 
the Baron Stahl had reached Paris, but 
he still remained in private,—few had 
seen him. 

The police were forever on the wrong 
track. To-day they stopped the old 
Comptesse du Quesne and her jewels, at 
the Barriere ; to-morrow, with their long 
necdles, they riddled a package of lace 
destined for the Duchess of X. herself; 
the Secret Service was doubled; and to 
crown all, a splendid new star of the 
testy Prince de Ligne was examined and 
proclaimed to be paste, — the Prince 
swearing vengeance, if he could discover 
the cause,—while half Paris must have 
been under arrest. My own hotel was 
ransacked thoroughly, —Hay begging that 


brought up one morning to me. 
me,” I groaned. 


the diamond. 


his traps might be incladed,—but noth- 
ing resulted, and I expected nothing, for, 
of course, I could swear that the stone 
was in my pocket when I stepped into 
the street. I confess I never was nearer 
madness,—every word and gesture stung 
me like asps,—I walked on burning coals. 
Enduring all this torment, I must yet 
meet my daily comrades, eat ices at Tor- 
toni’s, stroll on the Boulevards, call on 
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my acquaintance, with the same equanim- 
ity as before. I believe I was equal to it. 
Only by contrast with that blessed time 
when Ulster and diamonds were 
known, could T imagine my past happi- 
ness, my present wretchedness. Rather 
than suffer it again, I would be stretched 
on the rack till every bone in my skin 
was broken. I cursed Mr. Arthur Ul- 
ster every hour in the day; myself, as 


uh 


well; and even now the word diamond 
sends a cold blast to my heart. I often 
met my friend the marchand des ar- 
mures. It was his turn to triumph; I fan- 
cied there must be a hang-dog kind of air 
about me, as about every sharp man who 
has been outwitted. It wanted finally 
but two days of that on which I was to 
deliver the diamond. 

One midnight, armed with a dark lan- 
tern and a cloak, I was traversing the 
streets alone, — unsuccessful, as usual, 
just now solitary, and almost in despair. 
As I turned a corner, two men were but 
searcely visible a step before me. It was 
a badly-lighted part of the town. Unseen 
and noiseless I followed. ‘They spoke in 
low tones,—almost whispers; or rather, 
one spoke,—the other seemed to nod as- 
sent. 

“ On the day but one after to-morrow,” 
Theard spoken in English. Great Hea- 
vens! was it possible ? had I arrived at a 
clue? That was the day of days for me. 
“ You have given it, you say, in this bil- 
let,—I wish to be exact, you see,” con- 
tinued the voice,—* to prevent detection, 
you gave it, ten minutes after it came 
into your hands, to the butler of Mad- 
ame .” (here the speaker stumbled 


on the rough pavement, and I lost the © 


name,) “ who,” he continued, “ will put 
it in the ” (a second stumble acted 
like a hiecough) “ cellar.” 

“ Wine-cellar,” I thought; ‘ and what 
then ?” 

“In the ——.” A third stumble was 
followed by a round German oath. How 
easy it is for me now to fill up the little 
blanks which that unhappy pavement 
caused ! 

“You share your receipts with this 


” 
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butler. On the day I obtain it,” he add- 
ed, and I now perceived his foreign ac- 
cent, “I hand you one hundred thousand 
francs ; afterward, monthly payments till 
you have received the stipulated sum. 
But how will this butler know me, in 
season to prevent a mistake ? IHem !—he 
might give it to the other!” 

My hearing had been trained to such 
a degree that I would have promised to 
overhear any given dialogue of the spir- 
its themselves, but the whisper that an- 
swered him eluded me. I caught noth- 
ing but a faint sibillation. “ Your ring ?” 
was the rejoinder. “ He shall be instruct- 
ed to recognize it? Very well. It is 
too large,—no, that will do, it fits the first 
finger. There is nothing more. I am 
under infinite obligations, Sir; they shall 
be remembered. Adieu!” 

The two parted; which should I pur- 
sue? In desperation I turned my lan- 
tern upon one, and illumined a face fresh 
with color, whose black eyes sparkled 
askance after the retreating figure, under 
straight black brows. In a moment more 
he was lost in a false cul-de-sac, and I 
found it impossible to trace the other. 

I was scarcely better off than before ; 
but it seemed to me that [ had obtained 
something, and that now it was wisest to 
work this vein. “'The butler of Madame 
.” There were hundreds of thousands 
of Madames in town. I might call on all, 
and be as old as the Wandering Jew at 
the last call. The cellar. Wine-cellar, 
of course,—that came by a natural con- 
nection with butler,—but whose ? There 
was one under my own abode; certainly 
I would explore it. Meanwhile, let us sce 
the entertainments for Wednesday. The 
Prefect had a list of these. For some 
TI found I had cards; I determined to 
allot a fraction of time to as many as pos- 
sible; my friends in the Secret Service 
would divide the labor. Among others, 
Madame de St. Cyr gave a dinner, and, 
as she had been in the aflair, I deter- 
mined not to neglect her on this occasion, 
although having no definite idea of what 
had been, or plan of what should be 
done. I decided not to speak of this ov- 
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currence to Hay, since it might only 
bring him off some trail that he had 
struck. 

Having been provided with keys, early 
on the following evening I entered the 
wine-cellar, and, concealed in an empty 
cask that would have held a dozen of me, 
waited for something to turn up. Really, 
when I think of myself, a diplomate, a 
courtier, a man-about-town, curled in a 
dusty, musty wine-barrel, I am moved 
Nothing, 
howeyer, turned up,—and at length I re- 
tired, baffled. The next night came,— 
no news, no identification of my black- 


with vexation and laughter. 


browed man, no success; but I felt cer- 
tain that something must transpire in thati 
cellar. I don’t know why I had pitched 
upon that one in particular, but, at an 
earlier hour than on the previous night, 
I again donned the cask. A long time 
must have elapsed ; dead silence filled the 
spacious vaults, except where now and 
then some Sillery cracked the air with 
a quick explosion, or some newer wine 
bubbled round the bung of its barrel 
with a faint effervescence. Thad no in- 
tention of leaving this place till morning, 
but it suddenly appeared like the most 
woful waste of time. The master of this 
tremendous affair should be abroad and 


active; who knew what his keen eyes 
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self saw all that was only through the 
lens of this diamond, of which not one 
As the 
lantern threw its feeble glimmer on this 


of these men had ever heard. 


group, and I surveyed them through my 
loophole, I thought I had never seen so 
wild and savage a picture, such enormous 
shadows, such bold outline, such a start- 
ling flash on the face of their leader, 
such light retreating up the threatening 
arches. More resolute brows, more de- 
termined words, more unshrinking hearts, 
I had not met. In fact, I found myself 
in the centre of a conspiracy, a society 
as vindictive as the Jacobins, as unknown 
and terrible as the Marianne of to-day. 
I was thunderstruck, too, at the counte- 
nanees on which the light fell——men the 
loyalest in estimation, ministers and sena- 
tors, millionnaires who had no reason for 
discontent, dandies whose reason was sup- 
posed to be devoted to their tailors, poets 
and artists of generous aspiration and 
suspected tendencies, and one woman,— 
Delphine de St. Cyr. 
brave, their determination 


Their plans were 
lofty, their 
conclave serious and fine; yet as slowly 
they shut up their hopes and fears in 
the black ma bent toward 


s, one man 
the lantern to adjust his. When he 
lifted his face before concealing it, I 
recognized him also. I had met him 
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lisped a shrill whisper,—a woman, as I 
could guess. 

“My angel, it is I,” was returned, a 
semitone lower. She approached, he ad- 
vanced, and the consequence was a sa- 
lute resonant as the smack with which 
a Dutch burgomaster may be supposed 
to set down his mug. I was prepared for 
anything. Ye gods! if it should be Del- 
phine! But the base suspicion was birth- 
strangled as they spoke again. The con- 
versation which now ensued between 
these lovers under difficulties was tender 
and affecting beyond expression. I had 
felt enilty enough when an unwilling au- 
ditor of the conspirators,—since, though 
one employs spies, one does not therefore 
act that part one’s-self, but on emergencies, 
—an unwillingness which would not, how- 
ever, prevent my turning to adyantage 
the information gained; but here, to listen 
to this rehearsal of woes and blisses, this 
ah mon Fernand, this aria in an area, 
growing momently more fervent, was too 
much. I overturned the cask, serambled 
upon my feet, and fled from the cellar, 
leaving the astounded lovers to follow, 
while, agreeably to my instincts, and re- 
gardless of the diamond, I escaped the 
embarrassing predicament. 

At length it erew to be noon of the 
appointed day. Nothing had transpired ; 
all our labor was idle. I felt, neverthe- 
less, more buoyant than usual,—whether 
because I was now to put my fate to the 
test, or that to-day was the one of which 
my black-browed man had spoken, and 
I therefore entertained a presentiment of 
good-fortune, I cannot say. But when, 
in unexceptionable toilet, I stood on 
Mme. de St. Cyr’s steps, my heart sunk. 
G. was doubtless already within, and I 
thought of the marchand des armures’ 
exclamation, “ Queen of Heaven, Mon- 
sicur! how shall I meet him!” T was 
plunged at once into the profoundest 
gloom. Why had T undertaken the busi- 
ness at all? This interference, this good- 
humor, this readiness to oblige,—it would 
1 forswore it, as Falstaff 
Why needed I to med- 

Why-— . But I was 


ruin me yet! 
forswore honor. 
dle in the mélée ? 
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no catechumen. Questions were useless 
now. My emotions are not chronicled 
on my face, I fatter myself; and with my 
usual repose I saluted our hostess. Greet- 
ing G. without any allusion to the dia- 
mond, the absence of which allusion he 
received as a point of etiquette, I was 
conyersing with Mrs. Leigh, when the 
Baron Stahl was announced. I turned 
to look at his Excellency. A glance 
electrified There was my dark- 
browed man of the midnight streets. [t 
must, then, have been concerning the 
diamond that [had heard him speak. Tis 
countenance, his eager, glittering eye, 
told that to-day was as eventful to him as 
tome. If he were here, I could well af- 
ford to be. As he addressed me in Eng- 
lish, my certainty was confirmed; and 
the instant in which I observed the ring, 


me. 


gaudy and coarse, upon his finger, made 
confirmation doubly sure. I own I was 
surprised that anything could induce 
the Baron to wear such an ornament. 
Here he was actually risking his reputa- 
tion as a man of taste, as an exquisite, 
a leader of haut ton, a gentleman, by the 
detestable vulgarity of this ring. But 
why do I speak so of the trinket? Do I 
not owe it a thrill of as fine joy as I ever 
knew? Faith! it was not unfamiliar to 
me. It had been a daily sight for years. 
In meeting the Baron Stahl I had found 
the diamond. 

The Baron Stahl was, then, the thief? 
Not at all. My valet, as of course you 
have been all along aware, was the thief: 

The Marquis of G. took down Mime. 
de St. Cyr; Stahl preceded me, with Del- 
phine. As we sat at table, G. was at the 
right, Tat the left of our hostess. Next 
G. sat Delphine ; below her, the Baron; 
so that we were nearly vis-a-vis. 1 was 
now as fully convinced that Mine. de 
St. Cyr’s cellar was the one, as the day 
before I had been that the other was; 
I longed to reach it. lay had given 
the stone to a butler—doubtless this— 
the moment of its theft; but, not being 
aware of: Mme. de St. Cyr’s previous 
share in the adventure, had probably not 
aflorded her another. And thus I con- 
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cluded her to be ignorant of the game 
we were about to play; and I imagined, 
with the interest that one carries into a 
romance, the little preliminary scene be- 
tween the Baron and Madame that must 
have already taken place, being charmed 
by the cheerfulness with which she en- 
dured the loss of the promised reward. 
As the Baron entered the dining-room, 
I saw him withdraw his glove, and move 


the jewelled hand across his hair while ’ 


passing the solemn butler, who gave it a 
quick recognition ;—the next moment we 
were seated. It was a dinner & la Ltusse ; 
that is, only wines were on the table, 
clustered around a central ornament,— 
a bunch of tall silver rushes and flag- 
leaves, on whose airy tip danced /leurs- 
de-lis of frosted silver, a design of Del- 
phine’s,—the dishes being on side-tables, 
from which the guests were served as 
they signified their choice of the vari- 
ety on their cards. Our number not be- 
ing large, and the custom so informal, 
rendered it pleasant. 

T had just finished my oysters and was 
pouring out a glass of Chablis, when an- 
other plate was set before the Baron. 

“Tis Excellency has no salt,” mur- 
mured the butler,—at the same 
placing one beside him. <A glance, at 
entrance, had taught me that most of 
the service was uniform; this dainty lit- 
tle salitre I had noticed on the buffet, soli- 
tary, and unlike the others. What a fool 
had IT been! Those gaps in the Baron’s 
remarks caused by the paving-stones, 
how easily were they to be supplied! 

“ Madame ?” 

Madame de St. Cyr. 

“ The cellar ?” 

A salt-cellar. 

Tow quick the flash that enlightened 
me while I surveyed the salitre ! 

“Tt is exquisite! Am I never to sit 
at your table but some new device 
charms me ?” T exclaimed. Is it your 
design, Mademoiselle ?” I said, turning 
to Delphine. 

Delphine, who had been ice to all the 
Baron’s advances, only curled her lip. 
& Des babioles !” she said. 


time 
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“Yes, indeed,” cried Mme. de St. 
Cyr, extending her hand for it. “ But 
none the less her taste. Is it not a fairy 
A Cellini! Observe this curve, 
but one man could have 
drawn them!”—and she held it for our 
scrutiny. It was a tiny hand and arm 


thing ? 
these lines ! 


of ivory, parting the foam of a wave and 
holding a golden shell, in which the salt 
seemed to have itself’ as if in 
some secretest ocean-hollow. I looked 
at the Baron a moment; his eyes were 
fastened upon the saliére, and all the 
color had forsaken his cheeks,—his face 
counted his years. The 
in that little shell. But how to obtain 
it? Thad no novice to deal with; noth- 
ine but delicate finesse would answer. 
“Permit me to examine it,” I said. 
She passed it to her left hand for me 
to take. The butler made a step for- 


crusted 


diamond was 


ward. 

“ Meanwhile, Madame,” said the Bar- 
on, siniling, “ [ have no salt.” 

The instinct of hospitality prevailed ; 
—she was about to return it. Mieht I 
do an awkward thing? Unhesitatingly. 
Reversing my glass, | gave my arm a 
wider sweep than necessary, and, as it 
met her hand with violence, the sa/itre 
fell. Before it touched the floor I 
caught it. There was still a pinch of 
salt left,—nothing more. 

“A thousand pardons!” I said, and 
restored it to the Baron. 

His Excellency beheld it with dismay ; 
it was rare to see him bend over and 
scrutinize it with starting eyes. 

“Do you find there what Count Ar- 
naldos begs in the song,” asked Del- 
phine-—* the secret of the sea, Mon- 
sieur ?” 

Ile handed it to the butler, obsery- 
ing, “I find here no” 

“Salt, Monsieur ?” replied the man, 
who did not doubt but all had gone 
right, and replenished it. 

Had one told me in the morning that 
no intricate mancuyres, but a simple 
blunder, would effect this, I might have 
met him in the Bois de Boulogne. 

“We will not quarrel,” said my neigh- 
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bor, lightly, with reference to the popular 
superstition, 

“Rather propitiate the offended dei- 
ties by a crumb tossed over the shoul- 
der,” added I. 

“ Over the left?” asked the Baron, to 
intimate his knowledge of another idiom, 
together with a reproof for my gaucherie. 

“A gauche,—quelquefois cest Juslement 
@ droit,” I replied. 

“ Salt in any pottage,” said Madame, a 
little uneasily, “is like surprise in an indi- 
vidual; it brings ont the flavor of every 
ingredient, so my cook tells me.” 

“Tt is a preventive of palsy,” I re- 
marked, as the slight trembling of my 
adversary’s finger caught my eye. 

“And I have noticed that a taste for 
it is peculiar to those who trace their 
blood to Galitzin” continued Madame. 

“Let us, therefore, elect a deputation 
to those mines near Cracow,” said Del- 
phine. 

“'To our cousins, the slaves there ?” 
laughed her mother. 

“T must vote to lay your bill on the 
table, Mademoiselle,” I rejoined. 


“But with a boule blanche, Mon- 
sieur ?” 
“As the salt has been laid on the 


floor,” said the Baron. 

Meanwhile, as this light skirmishing 
proceeded, my sleeve and Mme. de 
St. Cyr’s dress were slightly powdered, 
but I had not seen the diamond. The 
Baron, bolder than I, looked under the 
table, but made no discovery. I was on 
the point of dropping my napkin to ac- 
complish a similar movement, when my 
accommodating neighbor dropped hers. 
To restore it, I stooped. There it lay, 
large and glowing, the Sea of Splendor, 
the Moon of Milk, the Torment of my 
Life, on the carpet, within half an inch 
of a lady’s slipper. Mademoiselle de 
St. Cyr’s foot had prevented the Baron 
from seeing it; now it moved and un- 
consciously covered it. All was as I 
wished. I hastily restored the napkin, 
and looked steadily at Delphine, — so 
steadily, that she perceived some mean- 
ing, as she had already suspected a game. 
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By my sign she understood me, pressed 
her foot upon the stone and drew it near 
er. In France we do not remain at table 
until unfit for a lady’s society,—we rise 
with them. Delphine needed to drop nei- 
ther napkin nor handkerchief; she com- 
posedly stooped and picked up the stone, 
so quickly that no one saw what it was. 

“And the diamond ?” said the Baron 
to the butler, rapidly, as he passed. 

“Tt was in the sali¢re /” whispered the 
astonished creature. 


Tn the drawing-room I sought the Mar- 
quis. 

“ To-day I was to surrender you your 
property,” I said; “it is here.” 

“ Do you know,” he replied, “TI thought 
T must have been mistaken ?” 

“Any of our volatile friends here 
might have been,” I resumed; “ for us 
it is impossible. Concerning this, when 
you return to France, I will relate the 
incidents; at present, there are those who 
will not hesitate to take life to obtain its 
possession. The diligence leaves in twen- 
ty minutes; and if I owned the diamond, 
it should not leave me behind. More- 
over, who knows what a day may bring 
forth? To-morrow there may be an 
émeute. Let me restore the thing as 
you withdraw.” 

The Marquis, who is not, after all, the 
Lion of England, pausing a moment to 
transmit my words from his ear to his 
brain, did not afterward delay to make 
inquiries or adieux, but went to seck 
Mme. de St. Cyr and wish her good- 
night, on his departure from Paris. As 
T awaited his return, which I knew would 
not be immediate, Delphine left the Bar- 
on and joined me. 

“ You beckoned me ?” she asked. 

“ No, I did not.” 

“ Nevertheless, I come by your desire, 
I am sure.” 

“ Mademoiselle,” I said, “I am not in 
the custom of doing favors; 1 have for- 
sworn them. But before you return me 
my jewel, I risk my head and render one 
last one, and to you.” 

“Do not, Monsieur, at such price,” 
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she responded, with a slight mocking mo- 
tion of her hand. 

“ Delphine ! those resolves, last night, 
in the cellar, were daring; they were 
noble, yet they were useless.” 

She had not started, but a slight tremor 
ran over her person and vanished while 
I spoke. 

“ They will be allowed to proceed no 
farther,—the axe is sharpened; for the 
last man who adjusted his mask was a 
spy,;—was the Secretary of the Secret 
Service.” 

Delphine could not have grown paler 
than was usual with her of late. She 
flashed her eye upon me. 

“He was, it may be, Monsieur him- 
self,” she said. 

“T do not claim the honor of that 
post.” 

“ But you were there, nevertheless,— 
a spy!” 

“Hush, Delphine! It would be ab- 
surd to quarrel. I was there for the 
recovery of this stone, having heard that 
it was in a cellar, — which, stupidly 
enough, I had insisted should be a wine- 
cellar.” 

“Tt was, then” 

“Tn a salt-cellar,—a blunder which, 
as you do not speak English, you can- 
not comprehend. I never mix with trea~ 
son, and did not wish to assist at your 
pastimes. I speak now, that you may 
escape.” 

“If Monsieur betrays his friends, the 
police, why should I expect a kinder 
tate ?” 

“When Tuse the police, they are my 
seryants, not my friends. I simply warn 
you, that, before sunrise, you will be 
safer travelling than sleeping, — safer 
next week in Vienna than in Paris.” 

“Thank you! And the intelligence 
is the price of the diamond? If I had 
not chanced to pick it up, my throat,” 
and she clasped it with her fingers, “had 
been no slenderer than the others ?” 

“ Delphine, will you remember, should 
you have occasion to do so in Vienna, 
that it is just possible for an Englishman 
to have affections, and sentiments, and, 
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in fact, sensations? that, with him, 
friendship can be inviolate, and to be- 
tray it an impossibility ? And even were 
it not, I, Mademoisélle, have not the 
pleasure to be classed by you as a 
friend.” 

“You err. I esteem Monsieur highly.” 

I was impressed by her coolness. 

“Let me see if you comprehend the 
matter,” I demanded. 

“Perfectly. The arrest will be used 
to-night, the cuillotine to-morrow.” 

“You will take immediate measures 
for flight ?” 

““No,—I do not see that life has value. 
T shall be the debtor of him who takes it.” 

“A large debt. Delphine, I exact a 
promise of you. Ido not care to have 
endangered myself for nothing. It is not 
worth while to make your mother unhap- 
py. Life is not yours to throw away. I 
appeal to your magnanimity.” 

“¢ Affections, sentiments, sensations 
she quoted. “ Your own danger for the 
affection —it is an affair of the heart! 
Mine. de St. Cyr’s unhappiness,—there 
is the sentiment. You are angry, Mon- 
sicur,—that must be the sensation.” 

“Delphine, I am waiting.” 

“ Ah, well. You have mentioned Vi- 
enna, and why? Liberals are counte- 
nanced there ?” 

“ Not in the least. But Madame I’Am- 
bassadrice will be countenanced.” 

“T do not know her.” 

“ We are not apt to know ourselves.” 

“Monsieur, how idle are these cross- 
purposes !” she said, folding her fan. 

“ Delphine,” I continued, taking the 
fan, “tell me frankly which of these 
two men you prefer,—the Marquis or 
his Excellency.” 

“The Marquis? He is antiphlogistic, 
—he is ice. Why should I freeze my- 
self? Tam frozen now,—I need fire!” 

Her eyes burned as she spoke, and a 
faint red flushed her cheek. 

“ Mademoiselle, you demonstrate to me 
that life has yet a value to you.” 

“T find no fire,” she said, as the flush 
fell away. 

“The Baron ?” 


foo 
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“T do not affect him.” 

“ You will conquer your prejudice in 
Vienna.” 

“TJ do not comprehend you, Monsieur ; 
—you speak in riddles, which I do not 
like.” 

“Twill speak plainer. But first let 
me ask you for the diamond.” 

«The diamond ? It is yours ? How am 
I certified of it? I find it on the floor; 
you say it was in my mother’s saliere ; it 
is her affair, not mine. No, Monsieur, I 
do not see that the thing is yours.” 

Certainly there was nothing to be done 
but to relate the story, which I did, care- 
fully omitting the Baron’s name. At its 
conclusion, she placed the prize in my 
hand. 

« Pardon, Monsieur,” she said ; “ with- 
out doubt you should receive it. And 
this agent of the government,—one could 
turn him like hot iron in this vice,—who 
was he ?” 

* The Baron Stahl.” 

All this time G. had been waiting on 
thorns, and, leaving her now, I approach- 
ed him, displayed for an instant the treas- 
ure on my palm, and slipped it into his. 
It was done. I bade farewell to this Eye 
of Morning and Heart of Day, this thing 
that had caused me such pain and per- 
plexity and pleasure, with less envy and 
more joy than I thought myself capable 
of. The relief and buoyancy that seized 
me, as his hand closed upon it, I shall not 
attempt to portray. An abdicated king 
was not freer. 

The Marquis departed, and T, wander- 
ing round the salon, was next stranded 
upon the Baron. He was yet hardly 
sure of himself. We talked indifferently 
for a few moments, and then I ventured 
on the great loan. He was, as became 
him, not communicative, but scarcely 
thoneht it would be arranged. I then 
spoke of Delphine. 

“ She is superb !” said the Baron, star- 
ing at her boldly. 

She stood opposite, and, in her white 
attire on the background of the blue 
curtain, appeared like an impersona- 
tion of Greek genius relieved upon the 
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blue of an Athenian heaven. Her se- 
vere and classic outline, her pallor, her 
downeast lids, her absorbed look, only 
heightened the resemblance. Her rey- 
erie seemed to end abruptly, the same 
red stained her cheek again, her lips 
curved in a proud smile, she raised 
her glowing eyes and observed us re- 
garding her. At too great distance to 
hear our words, she quietly repaid our 
glances in the strength of her new de- 
cision, and then, turning, began to enter- 
tain those next her with an unwonted 
spirit. 

“She has needed,” I replied to the 
Baron, “but one thing,—to be aroused, 
to be kindled. See, it isdone! Ihave 
thought that a life of cabinets and policy 
might achieve this, for her talent is sec- 
ond not even to her beauty.” 

“Tt is unhappy that both should be 
wasted,” said the Baron. “She, of 
course, will never marry.” 

“ Why not?” 

“ For various reasons.” 

“ One?” ed 

“ She is poor.” 

“Which will not signify to your Ex- 


cellency. Another?” 
« She is too beautiful. One would fall 
in love with her. And to love one’s 


own wife—it is ridiculous !” 

“ Who should know ?” I asked. 

“ All the world would suspect and 
laugh.” 

“ Let those langh that win.” 

“ No,—she would never do as a wife; 
but then as”. ' 

« But then in France we do not insult 
hospitality !” 

The Baron transferred his gaze to me 
for a moment, then tapped his snuff-box, 
and approached the circle round Del- 
phine. ‘ 

It was odd that we, the arch enemies 
of the hour, could speak without the in- 
tervention of seconds; but I hoped that 
the Baron’s conversation might be divert- 
ing,—the Baron hoped that mine might 
be didactic. 

They were very gay with Delphine. 
He leaned on the back of a chair and 
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listened. One spoke of the new gallery 
of the Tuileries, and the five pavilions,— 
a remark which led us to architecture. 

“ We all build our own houses,” said 
Delphine, at last, “and then complain 
that they cramp us here, and the wind 
blows in there, while the fault is not in 
the order, but in us, who increase here 
and shrink there without reason.” 

“You speak in metaphors,” said the 
Baron. 

“ Precisely. A truth is often more 
visible veiled than nude.” 

“We should soon exhaust the orders,” 
I interposed ; “for who builds like his 
neighbor ?” 

“Slight variations, Monsieur! ‘Though 
we take such pains to conceal the style, it 
is not difficult to tell the order of archi- 
tecture chosen by the builders in this 
room. My mother, for instance,— you 
perceive that her pavilion would be the 
florid Gothic.” 

“ Mademoiselle’s is the Doric,” I said. 

“TIas been,” she murmured, with a 
quick glance. 

“And mine, Mademoiselle?” asked 
the Baron, indifferently. 

“ Ah, Monsieur,” she returned, looking 
serencly upon him, “when one has all 
the winning cards in hand and yet loses 
the stake, we allot him un pavillon chi- 
nois,”—which was the polite way of dub- 
bing him Court Fool. 

The Baron’s eyes fell. Vexation and 
alarm were visible on his contracted 
brow. He stood in meditation for some 
time. It must have been evident to him 
that Delphine knew of the recent occur- 
rences,—that here in Paris she could de- 
nounce him as the agent of a felony, the 
participant of a theft. What might pre- 
vent it? Plainly but one thing: no 
woman would denounce her husband. 
Ile had scarcely contemplated this step 
on arrival. 

The guests were again scattered in 
groups round the room. I examined an 
engraving on an adjacent table. Del- 
phine reclined as lazily in a fauteuil as 
if her life did not hang in the balance. 
The Baron drew near. 
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“ Mademoiselle,” said he, “ you allotted 
me just now a cap and bells. If two 
should wear it ?—if I should invite an- 
other into my pavillon chinois ?—if I 
should propose to complete an alliance, 
desired by my father, with the ancient 
family of St. Cyr ?—if, in short, Made- 
moiselle, I should request you to be- 
come my wile ?” 
® Eh, bien, Monsieuwr,—and if you 
should ?” I heard her coolly reply. 
But it was no longer any business 
of mine. I rose and sought Mme. de 
St. Cyr, who, I thought, was slightly 
uneasy, perceiving some mystery to be 
afloat. After a few words, I retired. 
Archimedes, as perhaps you have ney- 
er heard, needed only a lever to move 
the world. Such a lever I had put into 
the hands of Delphine, with which she 
might move, not indeed the grand globe, 
with its multiplied attractions, relations, 
and affinities, but the lesser world of cir- 
cumstances, of friends and enemies, the 
circle of hopes, fears, ambitions. There 
is no woman, as I believe, but could have 
used it. 


The next day was scarcely so quiet in 
the city as usual. The great loan had 
not been negotiated. Both the Baron 
Stahl and the English minister had lett 
Paris,—and there was a coup d'état. 

But the Baron did not travel alone. 
There had been a ceremony at midnight 
in the Church of St. Sulpice, and her 
Excellency the Baroness Stahl, née de 
St. Cyr, accompanied him, 

It is a good many years since. T have 
seen the diamond in the Duchess of X.’s 
coronet, at the drawing-room, often,—but 
I have neyer seen Delphine. The Mar- 
quis begged me to retain the chain, and 
I gave myself the pleasure of presenting 
it, through her mother, to the Baroness 
Stahl. [ hear, that, whenever she desires 
to effect any cherished object which the 
Baron opposes, she has only to wear this 
chain, and effect it. It appears to pos- 
sess a magical power, and its potent spell 
enslaves the Baron as the lamp and ring 
of Eastern tales enslaved the Afrites. 
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The life she leads has aroused her. She 
is no longer the impassive Silence; she 
has found her fire. I hear of her as the 
charm of a brilliant court, as the soul of 
a nation of intrigue. Of her beauty one 
does not speak, but her talent is called 
prodigious. What impels me to ask the 
idle question, If it were well to save her 
life for this? Undoubtedly she fills a 
station which, in that empire, must be 
the summit of a woman’s ambition. Del- 
phine’s Liberty was not a principle, but 
a dissatisfaction. The Baroness Stahl 
is vehement, is Imperialist, is successful. 
While she lives, it is on the top of the 
wave; when she dies,—ah! what busi- 
ness has Death in such a world ? 
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As TI said, I have never seen Delphine 
since her marriage. The beautiful statu- 
esque girl occupies a niche into which 
the blazing and magnificent intriganie 
cannot crowd. I do not wish to be dis- 
illusioned. She has read me a riddle,— 
Delphine is my Sphinx. 


As for Mr. Hay,—I once said the An- 
tipodes were tributary to me, not think- 
ing that I should ever become tributary 
to the Antipodes. But such is the case ; 
since, partly through my instrumentality, 
that enterprising individual has been lo- 
cated in their vicinity, where diamonds 
are not to be had for the asking, and 
the greatest rogue is not a Baron. 


HAMLET AT THE BOSTON. _ 


We: sit before the row of evening lamps, 
Each in his chair, 

Forgetful of November dusks and damps, 
And wintry air. 


A little gulf of music intervenes, 
A bridge of sighs, 

Where still the cunning of the curtain screens 
Art’s paradise. 


My thought transcends those viols’ shrill delight, 
The booming bass, 

And towards the regions we shall view to-night 
Makes hurried pace: 


The painted castle, and the unneeded guard 
That ready stand ; 

The harmless Ghost, that walks with helm unbarred 
And beckoning hand ; 


And, beautiful as dreams of maidenhood, 
That doubt defy, 

Young Hamlet, with his forehead grief-subdued, 
And visioning eye. 


O fair dead world, that from thy grave awak’st 
A little while, 
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And in our heart strange revolution mak’st 
With thy brief smile ! 


O beauties vanished, fair lips magical, 
Heroic braves ! 

O mighty hearts, that held the world in thrall! 
Come from your graves ! 


The Poet sees you through a mist of tears,— 
Such depths divide 

Him, with the love and passion of his years, 
From you, inside ! 


The Poet’s heart attends your buskined feet, 
Your lofty strains, 

Till earth’s rude touch dissolves that madness sweet, 
And life remains : 


Life that is something while the senses heed 
The spirit’s call, 

Life that is nothing when our grosser need 
Engults it all. 


And thou, young hero of this mimic scene, 
I ose high breast 

A genius greater than thy life hath been 
Strangely comprest ! 


Wear’st thou those glories draped about thy soul _ 
Thou dost present ? 

And art thou by their feeling and control 
Thus eloquent ? 


*Tis with no feignéd power thou bind’st our sense, 
No shallow art; , 
Sure, lavish Nature gave thee heritance 
Of Hamlet's heart ! 


Thou dost control our fancies with a might 
So wild, so fond, 

We quarrel, passed thy circle of delight, 
With things beyond ; 


Returning to the pillows rough with care, 
And vulgar food, 

Sad from the breath of that diviner air, 
That loftier mood. 


And there we leave thee, in thy misty tent 
Watching alone ; 

While foes about thee gather imminent, 
To us scarce known. 
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Oh, when the lights are quenched, the music hushed, 

The plaudits still, 
Heaven keep the fountain, whence the fair stream gushed, 

From choking ill ! 


Let Shakspeare’s soul, that wins the world from wrong, 
For thee avail, 

And not one holy maxim of his song 
Before thee fail ! 


So, get thee to thy couch as unreproved 
As heroes blest ; 

And all good angels, trusted in and loved, 
Attend thy rest ! 


EL LLANERO. 


De todos los Generales cual es el mejor? 
Es mi General José con su Guardia de Honor! 
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ed, he lbeholds at his feet a limitless and 
dusky plain, smooth as an ocean in re- 
pose, but undulating, like it, in gigantic 
sweeps and curves. The Llanos that 
he sees spread out before him thus are 
one huge and exuberant pasture. Like 
the Pampas of Buenos Ayres, they are 
the support of myriads of roaming cattle ; 


savanna, 


let us say, in the Llanos which 
constitute the Province of Barinas, and 
through which the Apure rolls its rapid 
current to swell the volume of the Orino- 
co,—we shall observe, at distant intervals 
upon the plain, irregular groups of palm- 
trees surmounting the wavy level of the 


grass. These isolated clumps or 


but. unlike them. they are intersected by — called 7 


munerous rivers, and suffer rather from 
excess than from lack of moisture. The 
Orinoco sweeps, in turbid magnificence, 
from west to east, traversing their entire 
breadth; and its countless tributaries 
seam in eyery direction the immense 
plain thus divided, and frequently by 
their unmanageable floods turn it for 
thousands of miles into a lake. 

The dwellers in this region have a 
character no less distinctive than that 
of the Plains themselves. At long in- 
tervals, sometimes scores of miles apart, 
their habitations are established; but 
their home is the saddle. Innumerable 
herds of cattle and of horses turn to ac- 
count the pasturage of the rich savanna ; 
and the true Llanero exists only as guar- 
dian or proprietor of these savage hosts. 
He is as much at home in this trackless 
expanse of rank vegetation as the mar- 
iner navigating a familiar sea. There 
are no roads in the Llanos; but he can 
gallop unerringly to any given point, be 
it hundreds of miles away. There are 
no boundaries to the huge estates; but 
he knows when the cattle he is set to 
protect are grazing upon their own terri- 
tory or upon that of a neighbor. He leads 
a life in which the extremes of solitari- 
ness and of activity are combined. Sep- 
arated from his nearest neighbor by a 
journey of half a day, visited only rare- 
ly at his hato or farm-house by some cas- 
ual traveller, or by the itinerant Gali- 
cian peddler, whom he contemptuously 
denominates the merca-chifles, the silent 
horseman lives wrapt up in ignorance of 
all but the care of the roving beasts that 
are intrusted to his vigilance. 

Let us glance somewhat more nearly 
at the Llanero in his home. If we are 
able to obtain an elevated view of the 


the landmarks of the Venezuelan Plains; 
and in the neighborhood of each we shall 
find the hato or dwelling of a Llanero. 
The building, we shall find in every case, 
is a roughly-constructed hut, consisting of 
a floor raised a couple of feet above the 
spongy soil, and covered with a steep roof 
of palm-branches, with perhaps a thatch 
composed of the leaves of the same inval- 
uable tree. A rough partition of mud-plas- 
tered twigs divides the Llanero’s dwelling 
into unequal apartments; the lesser be- 
ing reserved for the use of the females of 
the household, while the larger, furnish- 
ed with halfta-dozen hides, the skin of a 
jaguar, and a couple of benches or stools 
ingeniously manufactured from bamboo, 
is the general reveption-room, sleeping- 
apartment, and workshop for the hatero, 
when the floods are out, or when he takes 
a fancy at other times to shelter his head 
beneath a roof. A few rods from the 
dwelling is the corral or cattle-pen, a 
large oval inclosure, into which, at ir- 
regular intervals, he drives his herds for 
purposes of branding or enumeration ; 
and near the corral two or three inypa- 
tient horses, shackled with a thong con- 
fining the forelegs, are grazing. 

The cattle-farms or hatos of the Plains 
are owned, for the most part, by the 
Creole residents of the cities which dot 
their outskirts, but are inhabited only by 
the semibarbarous /ateros, who attend to 
the few requirements of the stock, and 
slaughter the annual supply. The hatero, 
although a descendant, and proud that 
he is so, of the Spanish settlers, has much 
intermixture of Indian and negro blood 
in his veins. Few of the Llaneros, in- 
deed, could show a pedigree in which the 
Castilian blood was not sorely attenuated 
and diluted with that of half-a-dozen In- 
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dian or negro progenitors. THe is born 
on the Llanos, as were his ancestors for 
many generations; and he has no concep- 
tion of a land in which cattle-plains are 
unknown, and where the carcass of an 
animal is of more value than the hide. 
His ideas are restricted to his occupa- 
tion, and his religious notions limited to 
the traditional instruction handed down 
from the days when his forefathers lived 
anid civilized men, or to the casual teach- 
ing of some fervent missionary, who de- 
votes himself’ to the spiritual welfare of 
these lonely dwellers on the Plains. 
Eight or ten persons at the utmost form 
a hato, and sullice for all the requirements 
of thousands of cattle. The women are 
as much accustomed to solitude as the 
men, and spend their time in domestic 
occupations, or in cultivating the little 
patch of ground upon which their supply 
of maize and cassava is grown. The oe- 
easion of their marriage is perhaps the 
only one of their visit to a town,—per- 
haps their only opportunity of seeing a 
printed book. Men and women alike 
are a simple, healthy, ignorant race, 
borrowing manners, dress, and dialect 
rather from the Indian than from the 
Spanish stock. 

Such as he is, nevertheless, and for 
the purposes which his existence sub- 
serves, the true Llanero is indeed well 
placed in his peculiar region. A man 
of middle stature, usually of broad and 
powerful build, short-necked, with square 
head and narrow forehead, and with 
eyes that would be black, if it were not 
for the fire that flickers in them with a 
carbuncle-like intensity. From the hips 
upward the Llanero is straight and well- 
proportioned ; but his constant equitation 
curves and bandies his legs in a manner 
plainly visible whenever he attempts to 
walk. His distinctive costume consists 
of the calzones, or cotton breeches, reach- 
ing a little below the knee, a tunic or 


smock-frock of the same material, con- 
fined about his waist with a thong of 
leather, into which he thrusts his formi- 
dable machete or cutlass, and the inev- 
itable poncho, that many-colored blan- 
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ket which the entire Spanish-American 
race has adopted at the hands of the 
vanquished Indians, and which he uses 
as cloak, as pillow, as bed, and sometimes 
as saddle. Boots he has none, nor shoes ; 
but perhaps he may fasten strips of raw 
hide to his feet by way of sandals,—and 
a piece of raw hide covers, in all proba- 
bility, his head. Tle cares little for orna- 
ment, since there are so few about him to 
admire display; and all his pride is con- 
centrated in the steed that bears him, the 
lasso that he can throw with such uner- 
ring aim, and the heavy lance that he 
uses in driving his ferocious cattle, or as 
a death-dealing weapon when he is called 
upon to take part in some partisan war- 
fare. 

Upon his hate, perhaps, there are be- 
tween one and two hundred thousand 
head of cattle and horses, guarded here 
and there by isolated posts of a nature 
similar to his own. The animals, savage 
from their birth, roam the plain in droves 
of many hundreds, each herd command- 
ed by two or three bulls or stallions, whose 
authority is no less despotic than that of 
the colonel of a Russian regiment. They 
sweep from feeding-ground to feeding- 
eround, galloping eight or ten abreast, 
headed by scouts, and suffering no human 
being or strange animal to cross their path. 
As the dusky squadron hurries, like an 
incarnate whirlwind, from one point to 
another, every one prudently withdraws 
from their irresistible advance; and in- 
stances have occurred in which large 
bodies of troops, marching across the 
Plains, have been scattered and routed 
by an accidental charge of some such 
wild-eyed regiment. At certain inter- 
vals, la hierra, the branding, takes place ; 
when drove after drove are dexterously 
compelled within the walls of the corral, 
and there marked with the initials or 
cipher of the proprietor. This is the 
ereat festival of the hatero, and he invites 
to it all his neighbors for scores of leagues 
around. The bellowing cattle, the plung- 
ing steeds, the excitement of lassoing some 
bull more refractory than usual, the hiss- 
ing of the iron as it sears the brand- 
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mark deep into the animal’s hide, all 
these are elements of exquisite enjoy- 
ment to the unsophisticated Rarey of the 
Plains. His great delight, on such occa- 
sions, is to display his skill in lassoing an 
untamed colt, or in performing the feat 
called to colear a bull. He selects from 
the suspicious herd some fine young 
three-year old, grazing somewhat apart 
from the main body, and creeps silently 
towards it. Suddenly the lasso flies in 
snaky coils over the head of the beast, 
and is drawn with strangulating tightness 
about its neck. At the first plunge, a 
brother hatero lassoes the animal’s hind 
legs, and it is permitted to rear and kick 
as frantically as it can, until it drops to 
the ground exhausted and_ strangled. 
The Llanero immediately approaches the 
prostrate colt, and deliberately beats its 
head with a heavy bludgeon until it be- 
comes quite senseless. He then places 
his saddle upon its back, adjusts a mur- 
derous bit in its clammy mouth, and seats 
himself firmly in the saddle at the mo- 
ment when the animal recovers strength 
enough to rise. The fearful plunges, 
the wild bounds, the vicious attempts 
at biting, which ensue, are all in vain; 
in a couple of days he subsides into a 
mere high-spirited trotter, whom one 
can ride with ease after once effecting 
a mount. 

The pastime of “tailing” a bull is 
somewhat singular. ‘Two or three horse- 
men single out an animal upon which to 
practise it, and secure a lasso about. its 
horns. Another lasso, deftly thrown about 
its hind legs, is fastened to a tree, and 
the strongest of the party then seizes the 
bellowing beast by its tail, which he twists 
until his victim falls over on its side and 
is dispatched. The greatest dexterity is 
required in this manceuvre by all practis- 
ing it, as the slacking of either lasso en- 
ables the bull to turn upon his caudal 
persecutor, who is certain to be gored to 
death. This, indeed, not unfrequently 
happens. But a Llanero cares little for 
death. He faces it daily in his lonely 
converse with thousands of intractable 
beasts,—in his bath in the river swarming 
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with alligators—in the swamp teeming 
with serpents, against whose poison there 
is no antidote, and whose bite will de- 
stroy the life of a man in a single hour. 
Content with the wild excitement of his 
daily round of duty and recreation, with 
his meal of dried beef’ and cassava-cake, 
washed down, it is likely, with a gourdful 
of guarapo, a species of rum, in compari- 
son with which the New England bey- 
erage is innocent and weak, and with the 
occasional recurrence of some such tur- 
bulent festival as that of the branding, 
he cares nothing for the future, and be- 
stows no thought upon the past. The 
Lianero may be called a happy man. 


Il. 
EL ARAURENSE. 

Two years more than half a century 
ago there lived a Creole trader of some 
wealih in the little town of Araure, in 
the province of Barinas, upon the out- 
skirts of the Llanos. Don José had a stal- 
wart son, aged about sixteen, whom he 
had trained to active usefulness amid the 
monotonous ease of the torrid little muni- 
cipality. Young José Antonio had re- 
ceived, it is true, only a scanty education, 
but he could sign his name, could verify 
a calculation, and had a shrewd, quick 
head for business. The doctors-of-law, 
tolerably numerous even in little Araure, 
pronounced him born for a jurist, and he 
was a godsend to the litigious natives 
of the Captain-Generalcy. The hide- 
and-tallow merchants nodded knowingly, 
as he passed them in the street with a 
good-humored Adios, and predicted great 
fortunes for the lad as a future man-of- 
business. The Cura thought it a pity 
that he should prefer the society of the 
dusky beauties of Araure to the more 
hallowed enjoyments of preparation for 
a priestly life. And all the while quite 
other destinies were held in store by 
Fate. The remissness of a mercantile cor- 
respondent of his father altered the cur- 
rent of his life, and mightily influenced, 
even to the present day, the fortunes of 
his country. 
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A sum was owing to Don José by a 
trader of Capndare, and he intrusted his 
son with the task of collecting the debt. 
One fine day, in the spring of 1807, the 
Jad accordingly set out, in high spirits at 
his important mission, armed with a brace 
of pistols and a cutlass, and mounted on 
a trusty mule. The money was duly col- 
lected, but, as young José Antonio jour- 
neyed home with it, a rumor of his pre- 
cious charge was spread, and he was be- 
set in a lonely by-path by four highway- 
men. The pistols flashed from Jose's hol- 
sters, and one of the churriones fell the 
next moment with a bullet in his brain. 
Instantly presenting the second pistol, 
which was not loaded, he advanced up- 
on the remaining three, who fell back 
in consternation, and fled, panie-stricken, 
from the boy. José Antonio was left 
alone with the highwayman’s corpse. — It 
was no light thing in Venezuela to com- 
mit a homicide without testimony of in- 
nocence, and young José hastened home- 
wards with his treasure, in a state of trep- 
idation far greater than any the living 
highwaymen could have inspired. Even 
in his parents’ dwelling, he dreaded, ey- 
ery moment, the arrival of an order for 
his arrest, and to appease his groundless 
anxiety his father shortly suggested that 
he should take refuge upon the Llanos, 
—the Sherwood of Venezuelan Robin 
Hoods. The youth was delighted with 
the idea, and engaged himself as herds- 
man in the service of Don Manuel Pulido, 
a wealthy proprietor, whom he served so 
well that he was very quickly advanced 
to a position of confidence and command. 
Tn afew months the slayer of the churrion 
had learned to smile at his recent appre- 
hensions; but the wild life of the ato had 
already thrown around him its subtle fas- 
cination, and the sprightly youth of Arau- 
re had become a naturalized son of the 
Plains. Soon few were able like young 
José to break an untried steed; few 
wielded more dexterously the lasso, or 
could drive with more unerring force the 
jagged lance into the side of a galloping 
bull. Clad in poncho and calzones, he 
scoured the vast plain of La Calzada, 
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acquiring, at the same time with manual 
dexterity and physical hardihood, the 
affections, still more important, of the 
wild Llaneros with whom only he asso- 
ciated. The lad of cighteen, scarecly 
two years a denizen of the Plains, pos- 
sessed all the influence and authority of 
the hoariest Llanero; and now the pre- 
dictions ran that this daring José Antonio 
would one day be the most successful cat- 
tle-farmer in Venezuela ! 


Tl. 
EL TEMBLOR. 

We must leave young José among 
his comrades of the hato for a while, 
and glance at the contemporaneous 
doings of anointed heads, whose desti- 
nies were strangely interwoven with his 
own. 

Far away across the Atlantic, in the 
shadow of the Pyrenees, events had been 
developing themselves to the consumma- 
tion that should overturn a splendid 
throne, shake Europe to its foundations, 
and electrify Spanish America with a 
sympathetic current of revolution, flash- 
ing from the pines of Oregon to the 
deserts of Patagonia. 

The mysterious treachery of Bayonne 
was consummated. Joseph, brother of 
Napoleon, reigned on the throne of which 
King Charles had been perfidiously de- 
spoiled. Ferdinand, heir to the crown of 
Spain and the Indies, had scarcely heard 
himself proclaimed as the seventh mon- 
arch of that name, when he had resigned 
his kingly functions to a Regency, and 
hastened into the snare which already 
held his father a captive on the soil of 
France. The astounding intelligence ar- 
rived in different parts of South Ameri- 
ca during the year 1808. The effect was 
everywhere alike. One moment of utter 
bewilderment, an instant’s reeling under 
the shock of surprise, and then a mag- 
nificent outburst of loyalty from the sim- 
ple-hearted Creole population! 21 Ley, 
the King,—that almost mythical sover- 
eign, who was ignorantly adored as the 
personification of wisdom and benefi- 
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cence, no matter how cruelly Viceroys 
might misgovern, or Captains-General 
oppress,—was it possible to conceive him 
a captive, the signer of his own humilia- 
tion, the renouncer of his immemorial 
rights ? And Ferdinand, the young mon- 
arch of whom so little was known and so 
much expected,—he, too, a voluntary 
prisoner, while a Frenchman reigned in 
Madrid? This was news, indeed, to be- 
wilder nations who had hitherto remained 
content in infantile tutelage, unconscious, 
undesirous, of the rights of men! Ad- 
dresses, fervent with loyalty, were dis- 
patched to Spain, embodying vows of 
eternal affection towards the King, and 
of detestation of Joseph, the usurper. 
French residents in Venezuela were 
publicly execrated by the excited Cre- 
oles; the French flag was insulted, and 
the French messengers were glad to es- 
cape with their lives from the hands of 
the infuriated Colonists. No Spanish 
monarch ever had a firmer hold upon 
the Indies than Ferdinand VII. when 
Spain was lost to him in July and August, 
1808. 

But soon there came that inevitable 
question, first in the catechism of all hu- 
man society: Whom shall we obey ? 
The King, whose hand had weighed not 
over lightly these many years, an abdi- 
eated prisoner at Bayonne; Ferdinand 
yielding his authority into the hand of a 
nameless Regency, and his capital to the 
brother of the Corsican Emperor ; Spain 
overrun by two hundred thousand foreign 
troops ; messengers at hand from Joseph, 
from the Regency, from the Junta of’ the 
Asturias, from the Junta of Seville, each 
alike asserting its right to authority over 
the Colonies, as legitimate possessors of 
jurisdiction in Spain itself! The acces- 
sion of Joseph, in fact, gave a momen- 
tary independence to Spanish Ameri- 
ea, and the royal governors were thrown 
upon their own resources for the main- 
tenance of their power. The Colonies 
were for the first time called upon to 
provide for their own defence,—solicited, 
not commanded, to obey ; and they prov- 
ed their loyalty by dispatching enormous 
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sums in gold and silver to the Junta at 
Cadiz, as well as by their eagerness to 
ascertain in whom actually reposed the 
lawful government of Spain. Gradually, 
however, the consciousness of their own 
entity stole over the Venezuelans and 
New Granadians, and they bethought 
them of establishing an administrative 
Junta of their own, until better times 
should dawn on Spain. Blindly im- 
prudent, the Viceroy violently opposed 
the project, and with such troops as re- 
mained in the Colonies the first Juntas 
were dispersed or massacred. Squab- 
bles ensued, until the citizens of Caracas 
quietly deposed the chief Colonial au- 
thorities, and appointed a Junta Suprema 
to administer affairs in the name of Fer- 
dinand VIL. Intelligence of this step, 
however, was received with great alarm 
by the sapient Junta of Cadiz, and a proc- 
lamation was launched, on the 31st of 
August, 1810, declaring the Province of 
Caracas in a state of rigorous blockade. 
A war of manifestoes ensued, until the 
Provinces became enlightened as to their 
own importance and strength, and pub- 
lished, on the 5th of July, 1811, the Dec- 
laration of their Independence. Searcely 
was this done when the Spanish Cortes 
offered liberal terms of’ accommodation, 
but they were rejected. The nation, that 
in 1808 thought it sweet to be subject, 
declared itself, three years later, for un- 
qualified independence. The ardent rev- 
olutionist, General Miranda, was placed 
in command of some hastily-levied forces, 
and took the field against the Spanish 
commander, Don Domingo Monteverde, 
who had assumed a hostile attitude im- 
mediately after the Declaration. 

Tt is only necessary here to say, that, 
afier some hard-fought and honorable 
fields, Miranda and his fellow-officers 
were completely successful. All the prin- 
cipal cities were in the hands of the Pa- 
triots before 1812 began. Monteverde, 
in January of that year, was cooped up 
in the remote province of Guiana, and 
Coro on the sea-coast was also held by 
his troops; but elsewhere the new Re- 
public seemed fully established. Already 
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the point of Constitution-making — the 
erystallization-point of republics — had 
been reached. The ports of Venezuela 
were for the first time opened to foreign 
trade. Her inhabitants were no longer 
restricted from the enjoyment of the 
fruits of their own industry. A gigantic 
system of taxation had been brushed, 
like a spider’s web, away. Two-thirds 
of the Captain-Generalcy, in a word, 
were free. 

There was little fear among any of the 
inhabitants of Caracas, in March, 1812, 
that they would again fall under the 
dominion of Spain. The Carnival had 
been celebrated with greater joyousness 
than in any year belore; the proverbial 
gayety of the town was doubled during 
the concluding festival of Shrove Tues- 
day; and Lent had scarcely thrown as 
deep a shade as usual over the devoutest 
inhabitants of the city. Lent drew to a 
close, and there was every prospect that 
Passion Week would be succeeded by a 
season of rejoicing over impending de- 
feats of the Royalist Goths in Coro and 
Guiana; and Passion Week came. Toly 
Thursday fell on the 26th of March. 

The solemn festival was ushered in with 
the most imposing rites of the Church. 
In the great cathedral, which dwarfed all 
other buildings in the Plaza, there was 
high mass that day. The famous bell 
clanged out to all Caracas remembrance 
of the agony of our Lord. A silent 
multitude was prostrated all day lone 
before the gorgeous altar. Prelates and 
priests and acolytes stood, splendid in 
vestments of purple and white and gold, 
solemnly celebrating upon the steps of 
the sanctuary the holiest mysteries of the 
Roman Catholic communion. Above and 
around, gigantic tapers flared from can- 
dlesticks of beaten gold; and every little 
while, the glorious anthems floated forth 
in majestic cadence, eddying in waves 
of harmony about the colonnade that 
stretched in dusky perspective from the 
great door to the altar, soaring above the 
distant arches, and swelling upwards in 
floods of melody, until the vast concavity 
of the vaulted nave was filled with a sda 
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of sound. But a sultry heaviness weighed 
with the incense upon the air. Elder 
citizens glanced uneasily at one anoth- 
er, and the thoughts of many wandered 
anxiously from the sacred building. Out- 
side, the streets were empty. All Cara- 
cas was engaged in public worship; and 
the white dwellings that inclosed the 
Plaza, with its converging avenues, look- 
ed silently down upon deserted pave- 
ments, echoing only now and then to the 
careless tread of a party of negroes, or 
to the clattering heel of some undevout 
trooper. The sun had a glow as of molt- 
en copper; the atmosphere was dense ; 
but not a cloud occupied the heavens. 
Towards evening the churches and the 
cathedral were again emptied, and the 
throng of worshippers, streaming out into 
the streets, prepared to witness the great 
religious procession that was to close the 
ceremonies of the holy day. Still the 
declining sun glowed with unnatural in- 
tensity of hue ; and the evening breeze 
swept over the town in unusually fitful 
and stormy gusts. The air seemed to 
be laden with mysterious melancholy, to 
sigh with a hidden presage of some aw- 
ful calamity to come. 

Of a sudden it came. <A shudder, a 
tremor, a quivering shock ran, for hun- 
dreds of miles simultaneously, through 
Venezuela. A groan, swelling thunder- 
ously and threateningly into a hollow 
roar, burst from the tortured earth, and 
swallowed up in its convulsive rumbling 
the shricks of an entire nation suddenly 
inwrapt in the shadow and agony of 
death. For a moment,—as if a super- 
natural hand were painfully lifting it 
from its inmost core,—the earth rocked 
and heaved through all Venezuela; and 
then, almost before the awful exclamation, 
El temblor ! had time to burst from the 
lips of that stricken nation, it bounded 
from the bonds that held it, and in a 
moment was quaking, heaving, sliding, 
surging, rolling, in awful semblance to the 
sea. Great gulfs opened and closed their 
jaws, swallowing up and again belching 
forth dwellings, churches, human beings, 
overtaken by instantaneous destruction, 
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A flash and a roar passed through the 
earth, and a jagged chasm followed in 
its track, creating others in its rapid clash 
and close. Whole cities shivered, tot- 
tered, reeled, and fell in spreading heaps 
of undistinguishable ruin. In one min- 
ute and fifteen seconds, twenty thousand 
human beings perished in Venezuela; 
and then the Earthquake of Caracas 
ceased. 

Tt was after four o’clock in the afternoon 
when the first subterranean shock was felt; 
and long before five the agonized earth 
was still. Long before five, the stupefied 
survivors stood slowly recovering their 
faculties of speech and motion. Long 
before five, a pitcous wail ascended to 
heaven from fathers and husbands and 
wives and mothers, desolately mourning 
the dead in the streets of Caracas, La 
Guayra, Mérida, San Felipe, and Va- 
lencia. In this manner the Holy Thurs- 
day of 1812 drew toward its close. But 
the physical disasters consequent *upon 
the great earthquake were of insignifi- 
cant import as compared with its moral 
effect. Colonist and Spaniard had shared 
alike in suffering and death during those 
dreadful moments; but the superstitious 
population readily accepted the interpre- 
tation which an eager priesthood placed 
upon the event, and bowed in the belief 
that they had suffered the infliction in 
punishment of their rebellion against the 
King. Nine-tenths of the clergy and mo- 
nastic brotherhood inwardly hated and 
feared the Revolution, and their practised 
tongues drew terrible auguries for rebel- 
lious Venezuela from the recent throes 
and upheaval of the earth. Preachers 
solemnly proclaimed the fact, that this, 
without doubt, was a catastrophe akin 
to the memorable convulsion which once 
had swallowed up Korah, Dathan, and 
Abiram, for mutiny against the Lord; 
and the proximate wrath of God could 
be appeased only by a retrogression into 
his chosen paths. The people listened 
to the fathers, and obeyed trembling. 
Miranda, who had struggled against and 
overcome the material power of his ene- 
mies, was impotent when confronted by 
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spiritual terrors; and afier a few lan- 
guid combats, his troops deserted, leav- 
ing Monteverde to triumph once more in 
the assertion of Spanish authority over 
every province of Venezuela. His head- 
quarters were established at Caracas, and 
there, as well as elsewhere, his troops rey- 
elled in the perfidious torture and execu- 
tion of their capitulated foes, During 
nearly two years, Monteverde reigned 
in Venezuela. 


TV. 
GUERRA A LA MUERTE! 

Yer, towards the close of 18138, the 
star of liberty elimmered once more from 
the summits of the Western Cordillera. 
During and after the memorable earth- 
quake, the city of Puerto Cabell, at that 
time held by the Patriots, was under the 
command of a young colonel in the Re- 
publican service, who had devoted a por- 
tion of his immense patrimonial wealth 
to the culture of his intellectual powers 
in European travel, (not, however, with- 
out subsequently applying a large share 
to the necessities of his country,) and 
whose name was Simon Dolfvar. The 
treachery of an officer delivered the cita- 
del of Puerto Cabello into the hands of 
some Spanish prisoners who were there 
confined, and in June, 1812, Colonel 
Bolivar was compelled to evacuate the 
town with all his force. While Monte- 
verde lorded it over his country, he took 
refuge in the neighboring islands, and 
afterwards in New Granada, where he 
conceived the daring project which freed 
Venezuela, and has perpetuated, with 
his name, the simple but expressive ti- 
tle: Liberator, Libertador. 

It is not our purpose here to follow the 
intrepid partisan in his descent, with six 
hundred New Granadian adherents, from 
the Andes, upon the astounded Span- 
jards. We cannot follow him, nor the 
generals whom he created, in their mar- 
vellous marches, and_ still more marvel- 
lous triumphs, during many succeeding 
years. Snuiflice it to say, that he fell like 
a thunderbolt from a sunny sky upon the 
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confident Royalist troops,—that he de- 
feated and routed them time after time, 
broke, with his terrible lancers, upon 
encampments which believed him a hun- 
dred miles away, and drove the Royal 
commanders, with varying success, from 
one point to another of Venezuela. His 
watchword was, Guerra ad la muerte, 
“ War unto death!” Every battle-ground 
beeame a shamble, every flight a butch- 
ery. The system was inaugurated by 
his antagonists, who cruelly slew eight 
Patriot ofticers, and eight citizens of 
Barinas, shortly after the commencement 
of hostilities, under circumstances of pe- 
culiar barbarity. Thenceforward Boli- 
var’s men took no prisoners. 

In the mean time, Wellington had driv- 
en the French across the Pyrenees, and 
Ferdinand the Adored ruled once more 
in Madrid. Even now, judicious man- 
agement might have secured again the 
allegiance of the Colonies; but the first 
action of Ferdinand was to vituperate 
his American subjects as rebels, whom 
he commanded to lay down their arms 
at once; and on the 18th of February, 
1815, there sailed from Cadiz a stately 
armament intended to enforce this per- 
emptory order. Sixty-five vessels com- 
posed the fleet, bearing six regiments of 
infantry, one of dragoons, the Queen’s 
hussars, artillery, sappers and miners, 
engineers, and eighteen pieces of can- 
non, besides incalculable quantities of 
arms and munitions of war. The expe- 
dition numbered fifteen thousand men, 
and was commanded in chief by the 
famous soldier, General Don Pablo Mo- 
rillo, the guerilla champion, the opposer 
of the French. 

On the 4th of April, this redoubta- 
ble army effected a landing; and once 
more, all but an insignificant fraction 
of Venezuela fell under the hand of 
Spain. The flood of successful rebel- 
lion was rolled back from the coast, and 
Bolivar, with his dauntless partisans, 
was soon confined to the Llanos, which 
stretch away in level immensity from 
the marshy banks of the Orinoco, the 
Apure, and their tributaries. 
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Our readers have already been intro- 
duced to these Llanos, and have beheld 
their wild inhabitants amid the monoto- 
nous avocations of a time of peace. Let 
us now approach them while the “ blood- 
red blossom of war” blazes up from 
their torrid vegetation. Let us descend 
upon them at night, here, at no great 
distance from the banks of the cayman- 
haunted Apure, and we shall gaze upon 
a different scene. All around us, the 
plain extends in the same desolate im- 
mensity that we noticed when we looked 
upon it from the hato; still, as before, we 
see it covered with a dense wilderness 
of reedy grasses that overtop the tall- 
est trooper in Morillo’s army; as be- 
fore, we notice the scattered palmn- 
islands, breaking here and there the 
uniformity of level; and hosts of cattle 
and wild horses are still roaming over 
the plain. 

Near a mata, or grove of palm-trees, 
there is a sound of merry voices to-night. 
Fires are crackling here and there ; huge 
strips of fresh beef are roasting on wood- 
en spits; the long grass has been trod- 
den flat in a wide circumference, and 
three or four rudely-constructed huts 
of palm-branches close the scene on one 
side. Five hundred men are collected 
here,—the élite of the liberators of Vene- 
zuela. Gathered about their camp-fires, 
these troopers, who have ridden a hun- 
dred miles since morning, are enjoying 
rest, refreshment, and recreation. But 
the word trooper must not conjure up a 
vision of belted horsemen, rigid in uni- 
form, with clanking sabres, and helmets 
of brass. Of a far different stamp are 
the figures reclining before us. These 
are improvised warriors, hateros, cattle- 
farmers, who, grasping their lances and 
lassos, have eagerly exchanged the mo- 
notony of pastoral life for the wild excite- 
ment of the charge upon Spanish squad- 
rons, and the ferocious slaughter of fel- 
low-men. No two of this invincible band 
are clad alike. Here is a sergeant, wear- 
ing an old and dilapidated blanket pon- 
cho-fashion, with the remains of a palm- 
leaf hat sheltering his head, and with 
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limbs which a pair of ragged calzones 
make only a pretence of covering. Yet 
over his left shoulder is slung a gorgeous 
hussar-jacket, which he wears with the 
greater pride since it belonged last night 
to a lieutenant in the Queen's regiment, 
whom he slew in cold blood after the 
fight! Next to him leans a private, bare- 
legved and bare-headed, wearing only an 
old piece of carpet about his waist, a flan- 
nel shirt, and the uniform coat of a Span- 
ish officer, from which he has cut the 
right sleeve in order to secure greater 
freedom for his arm. A third has made 
himself a suit which Robinson Crusoe 
might have envied. Helmet, jerkin, 
breeches, sandals,— all have been cut 
from the same raw bull’s-hide! — Ilis 
neighbor, a new recruit, still wears the 
national dress of his order, which has not 
yet been tattered and torn from him hy 
long service; and he is the envy of the 
motley troop. But the lack of uniformi- 
ty in no wise detracts from valor, nor 
does it diminish the gayety of these terri- 
ble lancers as they lie idly grouped about 
the flickering fires. Half-a-dozen circles 
ave absorbed in as many games at cards; 
others are swallowing greedily some im- 
provised fantastic tale; and some are 
singing, in wild, irregular cadence, the 
favorite songs of the Plains. Their ex- 
ample soon becomes contagious, and 
group after group chimes in with the up- 
yoarious chant. Listen! From the far- 
thest extremity of the encampment comes 
a querying solo :— 

“De todos los Generales cual es el valiente?” 


and from five hundred throats the re- 
sponse is thundered :— 


“Mi General Paez con toda su gente!” 
Again the solo demands :— 
“De tedos los Generales cual es el mejor?” 


and the tumultuous answer is vocifer- 
ated :— 


“Es mi General José con su guardian de 
honor!’ 


And who may be the valiant General, 
the General with his guard of honor, 
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excelling all the rest? This, we learn, 
is the guard of honor; the General is 
José Antonio Paez, little José Antonio 
who killed the highwayman and betook 
himself to ecattle-farming on the Plains! 
Now, however, he is the famous Llanero 
chieftain, favorite champion of Venezuc- 
la, brother-in-arms of Bolfvar, who al- 
lows him, alone of all the military lead- 
ers, the privilege of an especial body- 
suard. Since 1810,—for five years,—he 
has been fighting constantly in his coun- 
try’s service, and has won himself’ fame 
while our eyes have been turned in other 
directions. Look! he is standing there, 
at the entrance to his hut, while the cho- 
rus yet echoes among the palm-branch- 
es. Searcely of middle stature,—cer- 
tainly not more than five feet four in 
height,—but broad-shouldered, muscular, 
with a constitution of iron, equal to per- 
petual exertion, capable of every fatigue. 
His countenance is open and _ prepos- 
sessing, his features rounded, forehead 
square, eyes piercing and _ intelligent. 
Like his men, he wears a motley garb, 
—part Spanish uniform, part costume 
of the Llanos; and he leans upon a 
lance, decorated with a black bannerol, 
which has carried death already to in- 
numerable Loyalist hearts. Thus José 
Antonio Paez stands before us, on the 
banks of the Apure, in the twenty-fifth 
year of his age. 

He has perhaps been hitherto too much 
neglected by us, and we must look back- 
wards in order to take up the thread of 
his career. At the very first outbreak 
of insurrection in 1810, Paez took service 
as a volunteer in the hastily-levied militia 
of Barinas, and was quickly promoted to 
the post of sergeant in a corps of lancers. 
His influence and example attracted mul- 
titudes of Llanero horsemen to the Revo- 
lutionary ranks, but the calamitous period 
of the earthquake put an end to his mili- 
tary service, and he returned, in 1812, 
to his pastoral post. Soon, however, came 
news of Bolivar lighting from the moun- 
tains of New Granada; and in 1813 Paez 
was once more in the saddle, with the com- 
mission, this time, of captain in the Patriot 
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service. The Spaniards soon learned 
to dread the fiery lancer of Barinas. 
They were never safe from his sudden 
onslaught; and Puy, the commandant 
of the Province, rejoiced loudly when 
an unlucky defeat placed the indefatiga- 
ble guerrillero in his power. Paez was 
condemned to be shot, and was actually 
led out, with other prisoners, to the place 
of execution; but a concatenation of 
extraordinary accidents saved his life, 
and he escaped once more to the head 
of his command. It was not long before 
he was brought in immediate contact 
with the now famous Bolivar, and he 
rapidly rose to independent command. 
In 1815, he was second only to the Lib- 
Thousands of grim Llaneros 
acknowledged no chieftain beside el Tio 
Pepe,—Unele Joe. When Morillo land- 
ed, in 1815, with his overwhelming force, 
only the Llaneros of Paez held out for 
the Republic; everywhere else in Ven- 
ezucla the banner of Spain waved in 
triumph, but on the Plains of the Apure 
there was neither submission nor peace. 
Yet, after a while, as the victorious le- 
gions of Morillo flooded, in successive 
waves from the coast, the level region of 
his refuge, Paez was compelled to evacu- 
ate the Plains, and leave them’to the in- 
vader. With a few hundred of his horse- 
men he established himself on the Plains 
of New Granada. Scarcely had he grown 
familiar with his new centre of action 
when the troops of Morillo were turned 
westward for the purpose of curbing the 
rebellious spirits in the neighboring Vice- 
Royalty,— when, quicker than thought, 
Paez was once more over the mountains, 
and recovered by a sudden swoop the 
Llanos of Barinas. Theneeforward, this 
region remained the surest footholil of the 
revolution in Venezuela. Encircled with 
Spanish troops, it remained, nevertheless, 
a practical republic in itself, and the 
yast basin of the Orinoco was the cradle 
of Venezuelan freedom. The Provisional 
yovernment consisted of a mere council 
of generals, who, in 1816, created Paez 
General and Supreme Chief of the Re- 
public. A vast stride from the hatero’s 
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hut that we saw him inhabiting in 
1808 ! 

Paez resigned this dignity in favor of 
Bolivar in the following, year, contenting 
himself with his great military command. 
Surrounded by the body-guard we have 
seen, through all the years 1816, 1817, 
and 1818, now in Venezuela, now in 
New Granada, in the Plains to-day, in 
the mountains to-morrow, enduring ey- 
ery privation, braving odds apparently 
the most overwhelming, fighting pitched 
battles at midnight, and triumphantly 
effecting surprises in the open day, he 
maintained alive, in the midst of gen- 
eral discouragement, the cause he had 
espoused. olivar, the Liberator, was 
meanwhile endeavoring to make heal 
against the Spaniards elsewhere, and 
gathered a considerable force in the in- 
terior province of Guiaua. In 1818, the 
vanguard of the British legion—troops 
browned by the sun of Spain, who had 
marched with Wellington from Lisbon to 
the Pyrenees, and who gladly accepted 
the offers of the Patriots when Waterloo 
had put an end to European strife—sail- 
ed up the Orinoco, and effected a june- 
tion with the assembled Patriot forces. 

At this time, not only the whole of 
New Granada, but the entire sea-coast 
of Venezuela and eyery important city 
in the Republic were possessed by Mo- 
rillo. Yet the Royalist cause made no 
progress. Morillo’s dominion was like 
that famous Haarlem lake which oceu- 
pied so large an extent of the lands of 
Tfolland; it might be great and threaten- 
ing, but barriers insurmountable, though 
unpretending, forbade its expansion, and 
perseverance gradually succeeded in cur- 
tailing its limits. Whatever the hand of 
Morillo covered, he possessed; but his 
authority ceased outside the range of his 
guns. His men were growing weary of 
the struggle; few reinforcements came 
from Spain; and the troops suffered 
frightfully, through their constant fatigues 
and hardships. The war had become 
that most terrible of all wars,—a delib- 
erate system of surprises and skirmish- 
es. Paez here, Bolivar there, Monigas, 
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Piar, Urdaneta, and a score of other 
chieftains, at avery vulnerable point, 
harassed, without ceasing, the common 
foe. 

In 1819, Bolivar set out upon that 
marvellous expedition across the Andes, 
in which, by marching one thousand 
miles and fighting three pitched battles 
in somewhat less than cleven weeks, he 
finally liberated New Granada, and se- 
cured a vast amount of Spanish treasure 
and munitions of war. During his ab- 
sence, Paez was left to keep Morillo in 
check on the east of the Cordillera. 
His plan of operations was, to be ey- 
erywhere, and to do everything with 
his lancers. Venezuela ching with ter 
rible tenacity to the idea of freedom; 
and the Republic was converted into 
two great camps, perpetually shifting 
their boundaries, yet ever presenting the 
same features. Trade and commerce 
were at an end; the only business 
thought of was that of war unto death. 
Death, everywhere; death, at all times; 
death, in every shape. By the sword 
and the lance, by famine, by drowning, 
by fire, decimated by fever, worn out by 
fatigue, the Spaniards perished. When 
their convoys failed or were intercepted, 
it was impossible to obtain food; no for- 
aging-party dared yenture forth from the 
fortified encampment; it was necessary 
that an entire division should march out 
into the Llanos, and seek for the nearest 
herd of cattle. It not unfrequently hap- 
pened, in these expeditions, that the very 
cattle were enlisted on the Patriot side. 
Herds of several thousands of the savage 
beasts were sometimes driven headlong 
upon the Spanish lines, throwing them 
into confusion, and trampling or goring 
great numbers to death. Close in the 
rear of the resistless herd then charged 
the lancers of Paez, with the terrible 
black bannerol fluttering in the van. 
Before the scattered Royalists have time 
to rally, they are attacked in every direc- 
tion by their merciless foes—and in an- 
other minute the battle is over, and the 
men of the Plains are out of sieht! 
Sometimes, too, a detachment traversing 
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the savanna would notice with affright a 
column of thin smoke stealing up into 
the sky a mile to windward; and al- 
most before the bugle or the drum could 
summon them to arms, the flames would 
be seething and crackling around them, 
and roaring away, in an ocean of fire, 
across the savanna beyond. And then, 
in the rear of the flames, dashed the 
bloodthirsty lancers, and the blackened 
embers of the grass turned red with 
the richness of Spanish veins! No ven- 
ture was too arduous for the Llanero 
chieftain. Ife accomplished at one time 
an exploit in which only the multiplicity 
of witnesses who have testified to the 
achievement permits us to believe. San 
Fernando, an important town on the 
Apure, was stronely fortified, and was 
held by the Spaniards as a potent means 
of annoying the Patriots in any attempts 
they might make to cross the river. In 
order further to defend the passage, six 
large river-boats, each containing a piece 
of artillery, were anchored at a short dis- 
tance below the only ford. But it became 
necessary that the Apure should be crogs- 
ed, and Paez quietly undertook to se- 
eure the passage. With a few of his 
lancers, he rode to the riyer-bank, and 
there gave the command, Al agua, mu- 
chachos ! “ To the water, boys!” which 
he was accustomed to use when order- 
ing his men to bathe. Tis meaning was 
at once apprehended. The men, strip- 
ping off their upper clothing, and holding 
their swords under their arms, plunged 
into the stream, shouting loudly to keep 
off the alligators, and partly rode, partly 
swam, nearly half a mile towards the 
gun-boats. Only the heads of horses and 
men were visible above the water, and 
the erews of the gun-boats, after a single 
discharge, which wounded none of the ex- 
traordinary attacking party, threw them- 
selves into the river and made the best 
of their way to San Fernando, where 
they alleged that it was useless to contest 
possession of their charge with incarnate 
devils, to whom water was the same as 
dry land, and who butchered all their 
prisoners. The gun-boats were navigated 
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in triumph to the Patriot camp, and did 
excellent service in ferrying the troops 
across the Apure. 


¥ 
LIBERTAD. 


By the year 1820 the Revolutionists 
had for the third time perceptibly gained 
ground, and Morillo’s force, spread like a 
fan at the inland base of’ the sierra, was 
gradually yielding to the unceasing press- 
ure ;—in a word, the Patriots were at 
length driving their enemies into the sea. 
Towards the close of 1820, Morillo opened 
negotiations with their chiefS, and a sus- 
pension of hostilities was commenced on 
the 26th of November, when the Spanish 
general gladly quitted the scene of his 
fruitless efforts, and retired to Spain with 
the title of Count of Carthagena, leaving 
Generals Morales and La ‘Torre in au- 
thority behind him. The armistice was 
not prolonged. The Congress of Colom- 
bia, as the united republics of Venezuela 
and New Granada were then termed, 
demanded unqualified independence as 
the price of peace; and in June—the 
Battle Month—of 1821, Bolivar and Paez 
took up arms once more. The Spanish 
troops were concentrated at the base of 
the mountains, with Valencia and Cara- 
cas in their rear. Betore them, the road 
wound westward, through tortuous pass- 
es, towards Tinaquilla and Barinas, at 
the former of which places Bolivar with 
his forces was now halting. Six thou- 
sand men were in arms on either side ; 
but the troops of the Republic, though 
ragged, ill-fed, and badly armed, were 
flushed with the consciousness of success 
and the presentiment of triumph, while 
those of Spain were dispirited, worn out, 
and malcontent. 

{t was plain to the meanest trooper. 
however, that Carabobo must be held; 
and on intelligence of the Patriot ad- 
vance, the position, of amazing strength, 
was resolutely occupied. It seemed, in- 
deed, that a regiment could defend such 
a pass with ease against an army. In 
order to debouch upon the Plain of Ca- 


El Llanero. 


[ February, 


rabobo, the Patriots must penetrate a de- 
file, forming a narrow and tortuous pass, 
the road through which was a mere seam 
at the base of a deep ravine. This nar- 
row passage, through which, of necessity. 
Bolivar’s troops must march in strageling 
line, terminated abruptly in a basin or 
valley shut in by hills, except upon the 
northeast, where it opened upon the 
boundless expanse of the contested plain. 
At the mouth of this gorge La Torre lay 
with all his force. Despite the unfavor- 
able condition of his men, with whom, 
moreover, he was not popular, the odds 
seemed overwhelmingly in his favor. Ie 
stood on the defensive, in one of the strong- 
est of military positions, and well provided 
with artillery, while his adversary was to 
strugele through a narrow valley in the 
face of his opponents, before a single man 
could be made available. The mouth of 
this valley was blockaded by the Spanish 
infantry, who stretched in silent lines 
from side to side in the evening of the 
23d of June. On either flank, the Jills 
were oceupied by corps of riflemen, and 
the artillery was posted at their base. 
No force, it appeared, could enter the 
beleaguered valley and live. Bolivar 
commenced his passage through the de- 
file on the morning of the 24th, and 
halted in dismay as he reached the outlet. 
Tt was too apparent that such a conflict 
as lay before him could not be braved. 
At this moment Paez learned that a nar- 
row side-path existed, permitting the pas- 
sage of a single file, which led, by a dé 
tour, to the plain. It was one of those 
curious accidents on which the fate of 
battles seems to hang; and after some 
hesitation, Bolivar permitted Paez to 
venture the passage. Ileading the fa 
mous Battalion of Apure, he at once 
wheeled to the left, and commenced the 
toilsome march. One by one the veter- 
ans struggled through the pass, but they 
were discovered by La Torre before they 
issued upon the plain. 

Although taken entirely by surprise, 
the Spaniards had time for a partial 
change of front, and before the veterans 
of Apure had assembled at the mouth of 
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the pass, a volley of musketry rang out 
from the Spanish lines, and the gleaming 
of bayonets told of a wall of steel across 
the path. The scanty force of Paez, 
however, dashed from the ravine, and, 
forming hastily, rushed upon the enemy. 
Four Royalist battalions converged upon 
them, and they were crushed. They fell 
back, flying in disorder, and the Span- 
iards were on the poiat of securing the 
pass, when a shout arose before them 
that made the stoutest quail. With one 
ever-memorable cheer, a long hurrah, 
which spoke of well-known unconqner- 
able determination, the British legion, 
Jess than eight hundred strong, with their 
Colonel, John Ferrier, at their head, 
appeared at the mouth of the ravine. 
Forming instantaneously and in perfect 
silence, but with the accuracy of a regi- 
ment on parade, they threw forward 
their bayonets, and knelt down, sedate- 
ly, calmly, immovably, to confront de- 
struction. The remaining troops of Bo- 
livar were in their rear, traversing slow- 
ly the defile ; and until they reached its 
mouth, that living wall of Anglo-Saxon 
valor neither stirred ner blenched. Vol- 
ley after volley enfiladed their ranks, 
and, after each discharge, the mass of 
men was smaller. Still their cool and 
ceaseless firing rolled death into the 
ranks of the enemy, until at length the 
troops whom they had saved from de- 
struction rallied once more. Then, what 
remained of the legion, headed by the two 
or three officers whose lives had been 
marvellously preserved, rushed fiercely 
forward like an avenging flame, and 
swept before them the aflrighted Span- 
jards, wildly scattering at the onslaught 
which it was impossible to withstand. 
In another moment, eighty or ninety 
of the lancers of Paez issued from the 
ravine. and, hurling themselves upon the 
broken enemy, turned the defeat into 
an utter rout. La Torre’s troops, with 
the exception of one regiment, fled in 
diseraceful confusion, or perished by hun- 
dreds under the lances of the implacable 
pursners; and on the evening of the 24th 
of June, Bolivar, encamped upon the 
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Plain of Carabobo, laid his hand upon 
the shoulder of José Antonio Paez, 
thenceforward General-in-chief of the 
Armies of the Republic of Colombia ! 

Carabobo decided the War of Inde- 
pendence throughout South America. 
It snapped the chain which held Vene- 
zuela down, and the Spaniards, hemmed 
in for two years longer at Puerto Ca- 
bello, which place they defended with 
honorable pertinacity, were finally ex- 
pelled from the free Republic in No- 
vember, 1823. The city was taken by 
storm on the 7th of that month, and on 
the 9th the citadel surrendered.  Gen- 
eral Calzada, the commandant, with all 
his officers, and four hundred men, was 
shortly afterwards shipped for Spain. 

Here the career of the Llanero closes, 
A new and still more brilliant avenue to 
distinction opens before Paez. At this, 
however, we can scarcely glance. Our 
business has been to study him in the 
saddle, wielding lasso and sword and 
lance; nor have we left ourselves room 
for adequate allusion to his subsequent 
life as President and private citizen, 
deliverer of his country, and exile in 
these Northern States. Yet the record 
could not be called complete, unless we 
passed briefly in review the vicissitudes 
of the past thirty years. 

After the taking of Puerto Cabello, 
Paez administered the affairs of Vene- 
zucla as Provisional Chief of the State, 
and held that office under the Congress 
of Colombia, until the two republics were 
dissevered in 1880, when he was elected 
first President of Venezuela. Only par- 
tially disturbed by a military insnrrec- 
tion, headed by the turbulent General 
José T. Monigas, which was soon sup- 
pressed, the administration of Paez was 
surprised all lookers-on in 
America and Europe. He displayed 
administrative talents of a high order, 
with all the firmness and resolution of 
a soldier, yet with all the business ca- 
pacity and peaceful proclivities of a 
civilian. 

Laying down the Presidential office in 
1834, he was again called upon to assume 
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it four years later, and until the close 
of 1842 Venezuela prospered under his 
direction. The foreign and domestic 
debt was liquidated by the products of 
national industry, and three millions of 
dollars were left in the treasury on the 
accession to the Presidency of General 
Soublette, in 1843. Honors had rained 
on the ci-devant impetuous horseman, 
whose shout had once so frequently been 
the prelude to slaughter and devasta- 
tion. William the Fourth of England 
presented General Paez, in 1837, with 
a sword of honor; Louis Philippe of 
France invested him, in 1843, with the 
Grand Cordon of the Legion of Honor; 
and two years later, there arrived from 
Oscar of Sweder the Cross of the Mil- 
itary Order of the Sword. 

But in 1850, and thenceforward, un- 
til 1858, José Antonio Paez trod the 
streets of New York as an exile from 
‘his native Jand. 

General José T. Mondgas was elected 
President of Venezucla in 1848, and 
ereated dissatisfaction by his course of 
action. Paez placed himself at the head 
of an insurrectionary movement against 
him, and, being defeated, was imprisoned 
in the city of Valencia. General Mond- 
gas, influenced, it is probable, by feelings 
of ancient friendship, and remembering 
the pardon extended to himself on a 
former similar occasion, contented him- 
self with a decree of exile against the 
captive veteran, and Paez embarked for 
St. Thomas on the 24th of May, 1850. 
He passed from St. Thomas to the Unit- 
ed States. 

All, whose memories extend so far 
back as the year 1850, remember the 
ovation received in New York by the 
exiled chief. New York grants an ova- 
tion to every one; and Monigas would, 
doubtless, have been received with the 
same demonstration, had the breath of 
adverse fortune blown him hither, in- 
sterd of his antagonist. 
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After the first effervescence produced 
by the dropping of a notability into the 
ealdron of New York, the Llanero gen- 
eral was permitted to enjoy his placid 
domesticity without molestation ; and in 
a pleasant street, far up-town among the 
Twenties, he lived in the midst of us for 
eight quiet years. A curious serenity of 
evening, for a life so turbulent and in- 
carnadined in its beginning! How many 
of the thousands who were wont to pass 
the stout old soldier, with his seamed fore- 
head and gray moustache, as he enjoyed 
his quiet stroll down Broadway, thought 
of him as the lad of Araure, the horse- 
man of Barinas, terror of the Spaniard, 
victor of Carabobo, and President of 
Venezuela? But though retired and un- 
pretending in his exile, Paez was not 
neglected in New York ; and the proces- 
sion which followed him, but a few weeks 
since, to the steamer destined to bear him 
back to his native land,—a_ procession 
saddened, it is true, by the feeble condi- 
tion to which an accident had temporari- 
ly reduced the chieftain —showed that his 
solid worth was recognized and honored. 

Not yet, however, is it time for the 
summing-up of his history. The exile 
of 1850 has been solicited to return to 
his country, and the ninth anniversary 
of banishment may find him occupying 
once more the Presidential chair. Gen- 
eral Monigas having been deposed in 
March, 1858, repeated invitations were 
dispatched, by the Provisional Govern- 
ment, to Paez, entreating his return ; 
and, after much cautious hesitation, he 
resolyed, in the following September, to 
comply with the request. Subsequent 
events belong rather to the chronology 
of the day than to the page of history 
we have thrown open here. Our task 
is at an end; the career of the Llanero 
has been unfolded; we have placed our- 
selves in the presence of the comrade 
of Bolivar, and have witnessed the rise 
of the Venezuelan Republic. 
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CHAPTER XI. ward. ‘Their boatman soon appeared on 
; : the ‘shore and made frantic gestures to 
SaaS AE WAT SOE BESO ge purpose ; they looked back and rather 
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Tue boat lay at the wharf, a pretty 
little craft of six or cight tons, with a 
mainsail and jib. It was a delighttul af 
ternoon; a gentle westerly wind swept 
over a placid sea, and the sky was as 
clear as the mirror that reflected its ex- 
quisite blue. Greenleaf and Miss Sand- 
ford took their seats amidships, leaving 
the stern for the boatman. ‘The ropes 
were cast oll, and the sailor was about 
stepping aboard, when it was discoyered 
that the fishing-lines had been left behind. 
Old Tarry was dispatched to bring them, 
and he rolled off as fast as his habitual 
gait allowed him. When he was fairly 
up the hill, Miss Sandtord said,— 

“You know how to sail a boat, don’t 
you?” 

“ Yes,” said Greenleaf, “I have fre- 
quently been out alone; but I thought I 
would not take the responsibility of a 
more precious freight.” 

“Tt would be delightful to have a sail 
by ourselves.” 

“ Charming, truly! Our salt-water 
friend may be a very. estimable person, 
but we should be freer to talk in his ab- 
sence.” 

“ Suppose you try it. 
and you take his place.” 

Greenleaf hesitated ; the proposal was 
a tempting one, but he had no great con- 
fidence in his own skill. 

“The sea is like a pond,” continued 
his companion. “We can sail out a 
short distance, and then return for our 
pilot, if we like.” 

Greenleaf allowed himself to be per- 
suaded. He shoved off the boat, hoisted 
sail, and they were soon lightly skimming 
the waters of the bay. They rounded 
the rocky point and stood for the east- 


I will sit here, 


enjoyed his discomfiture. 

Never did the sea have such a fascina- 
tion for Greenleaf. He held the rudder 
and drew the sheets with a feeling of 
proud mastery, deeper and more exciting 
than the horseman feels on the back of 
his steed. ‘These first emotions, however, 
gradually lost their intensity, and he re- 
signed himself to the measureless con- 
tent which the gentle motion, the bland 
air, and the sunny sky inspired. 

What had been the character of Miss 
Sandford’s regard for Greenleaf hitherto 
would be a diflicult question to answer; 
it is doubtful whether she knew, herself. 
She had been pleased with his conversa- 
tion and manners, flattered by his grace- 
ful and not too obsequious attentions, 
and proud of his success in his art. Liv- 
ing upon the pleasures of the day, with- 
out a thought of the future, she had nev- 
er seriously reflected upon the conse- 
quences of her flirtation, supposing that, 
as in every former case, there would come 
a time of ennui and coolness. Besides, 
she had felt the force of her prudent sister- 
in-law’s suggestion, that a man without an 
estate would never be able to supply the 
necessities of a woman of fashion. With 
all her quasi advances a degree of reserve 
was mingled, and she persuaded herself 
that she should never become entangled 
beyond the power of retreat. But Green- 
leaf was not an easy conquest. She was 
aware of her influence over him, and em- 
ployed all her arts to win and secure his 
devotion ; as long as the least indifference 
on his part remained, she was unsatisfied. 
But in this protracted effort she had dritt- 
ed unconsciously from her own firm an- 
Day by day his society had 
grown more and more necessary to her, 
and her habitual caution was more and 
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more neglected. The conduct of Green- 
leaf, without any design on his part, had 
been such as to draw her on irresistibly, 
until their positions had become reversed ; 
she was now fascinated beyond self-con- 
trol, and without a thought of the future, 
while he was merely agreeable, but in- 
wardly cool and. self-possessed. Still at 
times the strange thrills returned as the 
soft light of her eyes fell upon him, and the 
intoxication he felt at his first meeting with 
her again drowned his senses in delight. 
They did not talk very freely that sum- 
mer’s day. The heart when full rarely 
pours itself out in words. A look, a press- 
ure of the hand, or (if such impropric- 
ties are to be imagined ) a kiss, expresses 
the emotions far better than the most glow- 
ing speech. It was enough for Marcia, 
steeped in delicious languor, to sway with 
the rocking boat, to feel the soft wind 
dallying with her hair, and to look with 
unutterable fondness at her companion. 
As long as the ceremonies ol’ socie- 
are kept 
that only 
are in re- 


ty are observed, and people 
asunder a room’s distance, so 
the mind acts, and the senses 
pose, reserve may keep up its barrier, 
Words lose their electricity 
through a cool tract of air, and Reason 
shows all things in her own clear white 
light. But establish a magnetic circle by 
contact, let hand rest in quivering hand, 


in passing 


while eye looks into melting eye, and Rea- 
as well resion her sway. When 
es tingle, the heart bounds, and 
the breath quickens, estates, honors, fam- 
ily, prudence, are of little worth. The 
Grundys, male and female, may go hang; 
all 
all 


son 
the 


the joy of the present so transcends 
memory, so eclipses hope even, that 
else is forgotten. 

The boat careened somewhat, and 
Marcia changed her seat to the opposite 
side, quite near to Greenleaf. Tlis right 
hand held the tiller—his left, quite un- 
consciously, it would seem, fell into her 
open palm. The subtile influence ran 
through every fibre. What he said he did 
not know, only that he verged towards the 
momentous subject, and committed him- 
self so far that he must either come plain- 
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ly to the point or apologize and with- 
draw as best he might. Could he with- 
draw, while, as he held her sofi hand, that 
lambent fire played along his nerves ? 
He did not give up the hand. 

Poor little Alice! Her picture in his 
breast-pocket no longer weighed upon 
his heart. 

The breeze freshened, the boat rose 
and fell with easy motion over the whi- 
tening waves. The sun all at once was 
obscured. They looked behind them; a 
heavy black cloud was rising rapidly in 
the west. Greenleaf put the boat about, 
and, as it met the shock of the sea, they 
To go back 
in the wind’s eye was clearly impossible ; 


were covered with spray. 


they must beat up, and, hauling as close 
to the wind as possible, they stood to- 
wards Swampscot. For a mile or two 
they held this course, and then tacked. 
Bat making very little headway in that 
direction, the bow was turned northward 
avain. In coming about they shipped so 
much water, that Marcia, though by ne 
means a coward, screamed out, * We are 
lost!” She flung herself’ into the bottom 
of the boat and laid her head in Green- 
leal’s Jap like a frightened child. He 
soothed her and denied that there was 
danger ; he did not venture to tack again, 
however, for fear of being swamped, 
but determined to run northwardly along 
the coast in the hope of getting ashore 
on some sandy beach before the fury of 
the storm should come. The boat now 
careened so far that her gunwale was 
under water; he saw that he must take 
in the mainsail. With some difficulty he 
persuaded Marcia to hold the tiller while 
he let go the halliards. ‘The mainsail 
came down with a run, and the boat kept 
on with the jib only, though of course at 
a slower rate. They were still two or 
three miles from shore, and the storm 
increased momently. They saw Lynn 
Beach without hope of gaining it, the 
wind driving them northward. Neither 
could Greenleaf run into the little bay 
of Swampscot. In spite of his efforts the 
boat shot by Phillips’s Point, and he must 
therefore run upon the rocks beyond the 
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Point or make for Marblehead harbor. 
But the latter was an untried and dan- 
gerous course for an inexpericneed boat- 
man, and, erim as the coast looked, he 
was obliged to trust to its tender mercies 
The 
rain now fell in blinding torrents, and a 
blackness as of night brooded over the 
Greenleaf was utterly bewildered, 
but held on to the tiller with his aching, 
stiffening hand, and strove to inspire 
his companion with courage. The boat 
was “down by the head,” on account of 
the wind’s drawing the jib, and rolled 
and plunged furiously. Behind were 
threatening billows, and before were rag- 


for the chance of getting ashore. 


sea. 


ged, precipitous rocks, around which the 
surges boiled and eddied. Greenleaf 
quailed as he neared the awful coast ; his 
heart stood still as he thought of the peril 
to a helpless woman in clambering up 
those cliffs, even if she were not drowned 
before reaching them. Every flash of'light- 
ning seemed to disclose some new horror. 
If life is measured by sensations, he lived 
years of torture in the few minutes dur- 
ing which he waited for the shock of the 
bows agrinst the granite wall. Marcia, 
fortunately, had become insensible, though 
her sobbing, panting breath showed the 
extremity of terror that had pursued 
her as long as consciousness remained. 
Nearer and nearer they come; an oar’s 
length, a step; they touch now! No, a 
waye carcens the boat, and she lightly 
grazes by. Now opens a cleft, perhaps 
wide enough for her to enter. With 
helm hard down the bow sweeps round, 
and they float into a narrow basin with 
high, perpendicular walls, opening only 
towards the sea. When within this li- 
tle harbor, the boat lodged on a shelving 
rock and heeled over as the wave re- 
treated. Greenleaf and his companion, 
who had now recovered from her swoon, 
kept their places as though hanging at the 
eaves of a house. They were safe from 
the fury of the storm without, but there 
was no prospect of an immediate deliy- 
erance. The rock rose sheer aboye them 
thirty or forty feet, and they were shut 
up as in the bottom of a well. The waves 
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dallied about the narrow entrance, shoot- 
ing by, meeting, or returning on the sweep 
of an eddy; but at intervals they gath- 
ered their force, and, tumbling over each 
other, rushed in, dashing the spray to the 
top of the basin, and completely drench- 
ing the luckless voyagers. ‘This, how- 
ever, was not so serious a matter as it 
would have been if their clothes had not 
been wet before in the heavy rain. The 
tide slowly rose, and the boat floated 
higher and higher against the rock, as 
the shadows began to settle over the gulf 

In spite of the peril they had encoun- 
tered, and their present discomfort and 
perplexity, Greenleaf now experienced 
an indescribable pleasure. Marcia was ex- 
hausted with fatigue and terror, and rest- 
ed her head upon his shoulder, Uncon- 
sciously, he used the cheering, caressing 
tones which the circumstances naturally 
prompted. It was an occasion to draw 
out what was most manly, most tender, 
most chivalric in him. The pride of the 
woman was gone, her artifices forgotten. 
In that hour she had looked beyond the 
factitions distinctions of society ; she had 
found herself face to face with her com- 
panion without disguise, as spirit looks 
upon spirit, and she felt herself drawn to 
him by the loyalty which a superior na- 
ture inevitably inspires. 

A slight movement of the boat caused 
Greenleaf to turn his head. Just behind 
him there was a shelf not three feet above 
the gunwale; beyond that was a second 
step, and still farther a winding fissure. 
After measuring the distances again with 
his eye, to be sure that he should raise 
no illusive hope, he pointed out to Mar- 
cla the way of escape. Their conversa- 
tion had naturally taken an affectionate 
turn, and Greenleaf’s delicate courtesy 
and hardly ambiguous words had raised a 
tumult in her bosom which could no long- 
er be repressed. She flung herself into 
his arms, and with tears exclaimed,— 

“Dear George, you have saved my 
life! Itis yours!) Take me!” 

The rush of emotion swept away the 
last barrier; he yielded to the impulse ; 
he clasped her fondly in his arms and 
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gave his heart and soul to her keeping. 
Carefully he assisted her up by the way 
he had found, and when at last they 
reached the top of the cliff, both fell on 
their knees in gratitude to Heaven for 
their preservation. Then new embraces 
and protestations. Rain and salt spray, 
hunger and fatigue, were of little moment 
in that hour. 

Near the cliff stood a gentleman’s villa, 
and to that they now hastened to pro- 
cure dry clothing before returning home. 
They found the welcome hospitality they 
expected, and afier rest and refreshment 
started to walk to Swampscot, where they 
could obtain a carriage for Nahant. But 
at the gate they met Easelmanun and Mrs. 
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another. Houses tumbled like a row of 
bricks. No class was safe at a time when 
the relations of debtor and creditor were 
so complicated and so universal. Stocks 
went down with a run. Bullion was 
not disappointed in his calculations, and 
Fletcher, in spite of his insane whims 
upon the subject of chances, proved 
himself shrewd, vigilant, and energetic. 
Flushed with success, he made bolder 
ventures, and the daily balances grew 
Within the first fort- 
night, Bullion had given Fletcher aotes 
for over five thousand dollars as_ his 
share of the profits. The brokers, even, 
were astonished at the silent but all- 


to be enormous. 


powertul influence that pressed upon the 


Sandford, who, alarmed at their long ab- market, bringing the best stocks down 
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stocks may go for a song, and universal 
bankruptcy follow. See, there is a 
note signed by Flint, Steel, & Co., and 
indorsed by Lameduck, — another by 
Kiteflyer and Co., indorsed by Burnt- 
wick,—and this by Stearine & Star, in- 
dorsed by Bullion. Every dollar will 
yield at least the eight per cent. I prom- 
ised.” 

“The names are good, I should think, 
—as long as anybody is good,” said Mon- 
roe. “Still I should feel sater with a 
mortgage, or even with stocks ; for if these 
do go down, they will come up again.” 

* Stocks!” said Sandford, with an air 
of contempt. “ There isn’t a bank that 
is worth that,” — snapping his fingers. 
“They keep on their legs only by sufler- 
ance; if put to the test, they could not 
redeem their notes a day. The factories 
are worse yet,—rotten, hollow. Rail- 
roads,—eaten up with bonds and mort- 
gages.” 

“ Well, perhaps you have done wisely. 
Time will show.” 7 

“T sent for you,” said Sandford, “ be- 
cause I knew you must be anxious. I 
gave you a part of the interest, you know. 
You'll take these notes? You approve 
of my judgment ?” 

“T must, I suppose. Yes,—you ean 
make the transfers to me, if you like. 
They may as well remain with you, how- 
ever.” 

Sandford drew a long breath with a 
sense of relief. If he were to be hard 
pushed, these notes would serve for col- 
lateral securities. 

Monroe left the office, not quite so 
cheerful as when he came. He remem- 
bered his mother's regrets at the dispo- 
sition of the money,—their all. His own 
health had been failing. His relative, 
whom he went to see, was dead; and 
now that his cousin had accepted his in- 
vitation to come and live with him, he 
felt an increased solicitude about the fu- 
ture. 

Sandford’s main anxiety now was to 
provide for Stearine’s note, which he felt 
assured the promisor could not meet. 
He dared not let the loss fall upon the 
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Voriex until every expedient had been 
tried; for such an affair would lead at 
once to an unwelcome investigation of 
the Company’s accounts. Tle determined 
first to see Bullion, to whom the note was 
due. He found that gentleman cool, 
tranquil, and not at all frivhtened, as he 
supposed he would be, at the idea of a 
The truth was, that Bullion had 
already made so much in his operations, 
that he could easily “litt” the note; but as 
long as his capital was yielding such gold- 


protest. 


en returns, he was not clisposed to use it 
in that way until obliged to do so. Be- 
sides, he believed, trom Sandtord’s anx- 
iety, that he would himself make an effort 
to raise the money elsewhere. He was 
quite easy, therefore. 

“Stearine must look out for his own 
paper; if he don’t, he must go down. 
If I have to pay it, I shall any way get a 
dividend out of him, and, what is better, 
get a few days’ time. Time is money, 
these d: 

There was no course for Sandford, then, 


but to sell or hypothecate the shares of 
stock he held. ‘Chen the thought of the 
still falling prices frightened him. ‘The 
stocks he had to sell were already quoted 
far below their usual price, and he, in 
common with all the street, had heard of 
the secret irresistible influence that was 
bearing down upon the daily sales. If 
Tonsor should come into market against 
him, the consequences might be ruinous. 
Tt was out of the question for him to stand 
up against any further serious deprecia- 
tion. 

To Tonsor he went, in the hope of 
persuading or buying him off from his 
destructive course. As he entered the 
broker's door he saw Fletcher hand over 
a package of bills, and just caught the 
words, ‘ Forty-five thousand.” What 
was Fletcher doing? He vemembered 
that he had not met his old agent for 
some days, and he knew well that such a 
scheming brain would not be idle in a 
time like this. A light flashed upon him. 
Was Fletcher in the conspiracy? If he 
knew and shared in the scheme, the se- 
eret should be wrenched from him. 
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M: Sandford affected, therefore, to 
have come to see Fletcher only, and 
drew him into a corner. 

“ Fletcher, what’s in the wind ? Don’t 
Danforth & Co. do their own buying 
and selling 2? They don’t employ ‘Tousor, 
do they 7” 

“You don’t expect me to tell their 
business, do you?” 

“Well, no,—not exactly. I thought 
you might have dipped in on your own 
account.” 

“ That’s a good joke. 
haye the funds ?” 

« Any chances to invest, Fletcher ? Til 


IIow should J 


give liberal conmiissions.” 

« Chances are plenty for those that have 
money.” 

Fletcher started as though he would 
return to his place of business. But 
Sandford dropped his smooth and honey- 
ed tone and spoke more decidedly. 


* You can’t blind me, Fletcher. You 
know what the bears are doing. They 


are ruining everything, knocking down 
prices, destroying credit, using what little 
money there is for speculation, thriving 
on the distress of the public. It’s no bet- 
ter than highway-robbery ; and it’s my 
belief you are concerned in the plot.” 

“You had better go to the nobs, and 
not talk tome. You might as well pitch 
into the tellers or messengers when the 
banks suspend payment.” 

“No, —I shan’t let you off. The 
‘nobs, as you call them, dare not be 
seen in this matter; they will pocket the 
chestnuts, but they will get some cat’s- 
paw to rake them out of the ashes.” 

“Well, what are you going to do about 
ihe” 

Pletcher was astonished 
temerity as soon as he had uttered the 
words ; but his prosperity and the support 
of Bullion had given hint some courage. 

* Do? you soundrel !” said Sandford, 


at his own 


in a rage that rarely overtook him. 
“What am I going to do? I'll break 
every bone in your skin, if you don’t give 
up this plot you are in. Do you dure 
to set yourself to put me down? Don't 
let any of your tools dare to ran my 
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stocks! If you do, I'll go to a magistrate 
and have you arrested.” 

“ When I am arrested, my good Sit,” 
said Fletcher, with a face pale as death, 
but with lips firmly set, “I advise you to 
have your accounts ready. For I shan't 
be in the jug a minute before you'll have 
to show your papers and your cash-book 
to the Company.” 

Sandford staggered as though he had 
received a blow from a bruiser. He 
gasped for breath,—turned pale, then 
red,—at length with difficulty said, * You 
defy me, then? We shall see 1? 

“ You have it;—I defy you, hate you, 
despise you! I have been your slave 
long enough. Do your worst. But the 
instant you move, I promise you that a 
man will look after you, d—d quick.” 

Sandford looked around. ‘Tonsor was 
calmly counting the pile of bank-notes 
before him. It was near eleven. The 
Board would soon commence its ses- 
sion. He stepped into the street, slam- 
ming the door after him. 

“Pretty well, for a beginning !.” said 
Fletcher, meditating,— a shot betwixt 
wind and water. So much for Bullion’s 
advice. Bullion is a trump, and Sand- 
ford be hanged !” 


CHAPTER XIU. 
SED REVOCARE GRADUM !— 


Tue fatigue, drenching, and terror 
of the unlucky day’s sail produced their 
natural effects upon a rather delicate 
constitution. Miss Sandford was ill the 
following day, and, in spite of the doc- 
tors, a fever set in. Her sister-in-law 
was assiduous in her attentions, and 
Greenleaf called daily with inquiries 
and tender messages. While thus 
cupied, he had little time to consider 
the real state of his fvclings towards 
the new love, still less to reflect upon 
his conduct towards the old. For the 
first time in his life he became a coward. 
If he meant to abide by his last engage- 
ment, honor should have led him to break 
the unwelcome news to Alice as best he 
might, and extricate himself from his false 


ov- 
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and embarrassing position. If he. still 
loved the girl of his first choice, and felt 
that his untruth to her was only the re- 
sult of a transient, sensuous passion, it 
was equa'ly plain that he must resolute- 
ly break away from the beautiful tempt- 
er. But he oscillated, pendulum-like, be- 
tween the two. When Marcia began to 
recover, and he was allowed to see her 
in her chamber, the influence she had 
at first exerted returned upon him with 
double force. she 
appealed powerfully to the chivalric sen- 
timent which man feels towards the de- 
pendent ; her tones, softened by affection 
and tremulous from weakness, thrilled 
his soul; and the touch of her hand was 
electric. When he returned to his stu- 
dio, as he thought of the trustful, unsus- 
pecting, generous heart of Alice, he was 
smitten with a pang of remorse too keen 
to be borne. He tried to look at her 
picture, but the face was to him like the 
sight of a reproving angel. He could 
not look steadily upon the placid fea- 
tures; the calm eyes turned his heart to 
stone; the sweet mouth was an accuser 
he dared not face. But when next he 
saw Marcia, all was forgotten; while un- 
der her speil he could have braved the 
world, only too happy to live and die for 
her. 

For days this struggle continued. Tis 
art had no power to amuse him or en- 
gross his thought. ITlis friends were 
neglected,— Easelmann with the rest. 
His enemy could not have wished to 
see him more completely miserable. He 
knew that he must decide, must act; but 
whatever might be his determination, he 
had a most painful duty to perform. Let 
him do what he might, he must prove 
himself a villain. Ue loathed, detested 
himself. Sometimes he was tempted to 
fly ; but then he reflected that he should 
in that way prove a scoundrel to two 
women instead of one. For three weeks 
he had not written to Alice, and the last 
letter he had received from her was now 
a month old. Ile took it from his pock- 
et, where it lay among the perfumed and 
tinted evidences of his unfaithfulness. It 


In her helplessness, 
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was a simple thing, but how the gentle 
words smote upon his heart! 


“My pear GrorGe, (her dear 
George !)—How I wish I could be with 
you, to rejoice over your success! You 
are really a great artist, the papers say, 
Not that [ 
I! you were 


and are becoming famous! 
love you the more for that. 
still unknown to the world, still only a 
lover of beauty for its own sake, and con- 
tent with painting for your own pleasure, 
Tam not sure that I should not love you 
the more. But you will believe me, that 
Tam proud of your success. If IT am 
ambitious, it is for you. I would have 
the world see and know you as I do. 
Yet not as [ do,—nobody can do that. 
To the world you are a great painter. 
To me—ah, my dearest George !—you 
noblest and truest heart that 
ever woman rested upon. Nobody but 
me knows that. I shall be proud of 
the homage the world gives you, be- 
cause at the tine I shail say, 
‘That is my betrothed, my husband, 
whom they praise; what his heart is, 
no woman knows but me’” 


are the 


same 


He could read no farther. Tis emo- 
tions were too powertul to be borne in 
Tle yielded, and, strong man 
as he was, bowed his head and wept. 


silence. 


The tears of childhood, and oftentimes 
the tears of woman, lie shallow; they 
come at the first bidding of sorrow or 
sympathy. But it is no common event, 
no common feeling, that prevails over 
man; nothing less than a convulsion 
like an earthquake unscals the foun- 
tain of tears in him. Whoever has 
seen the agony of a manly nature in 
groans and tears and sobs has some- 
thing to remember for a life-time. 

It was a long night—a night of un- 
utterable suffering, strugele, and doubt. 
The hours shod with lead. 
Sleep seemed banished trom the uni- 
But with the coming of dawn 
the tempest was stilled. In the clear 
light of day the path of duty seemed 
plain. He felt sure that in his heart 


seemed 


verse. 
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of hearts he loved Alice, and her only. 
Ife would go at once to Marcia and 
tell her of his perfidy, implore the for- 
giveness of silence and charity, and bid 
her farewell. When he had reached 
this conclusion he became calm. As 
he looked out from his window, he saw 
the world awake from slumber, and he 
shared in the gladness of Nature. He 
even rejoiced in the prospect of deliv- 
erance from his wretched condition, al- 
though he well knew the humiliation he 
must pass through to attain it. He 
waited impatiently for the hour when 
he could present himself before Marcia, 
own his duplicity, and take leave of 
her. He felt strong in his new resolu- 
tion. All vacillation was past. Ie could 
face any temptation without one flutter 
of inconstancy towards his first-love. 
Greenleaf was not the only one in 
the city with whom the night had passed 
heavily. The cloud still hung over the 
mereaniile world. Failures, by dozens, 
were announced daily. Men heard the 
dismal intelligence, as in time of pesti- 
lence they would hear the report of’ the 
dead and dying. No business-man felt 
No amount of property, other 


secure. 
than ready money, was any safeeuard. 
Neighbor met neighbor, asking, with 
doleful accent, “ Where is this going to 
end?” ‘The street, at ’change hours, 
presented a crowd of haggard faces, 
furrowed with care, their eyes fixed and 
despairing. Some looked white with 
apprehension, some crushed and tearful, 
others stony, sullen, or defiant. What- 
ever was bravest had been drawn out 
in manly endeavor; whatever was most 
generous was excited to sympathy and 
brotherly-kindness ; whatever was most: 
selfish was stimulated by the fierce de- 
sire for selfpreservation ; whatever was 
most fiendish was roused by blind rage 
and useless resentment. In the haleyon 
days of plenty and prosperity men know 
little of each other; trade has its accus- 
tomed way; balances are smoothly ad- 
justed; notes are given and paid with 
smiling faces ; one would think that hon- 
or and manliness were the commonest of 
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qualities. Now, every man was put to 
the severest proof, and showed the in- 
born and essential traits of his nature. 
Like a ship’s crew on a raft, alone on the 
ocean without provisions, they looked at 
each other as they were. There, in their 
extremity, were to be seen calm resig- 
nation, unmanly terror, moody despair, 
turbulent passion, and stealthy, fiendish 
glances that blinked not at cannibalism 
itself. 

Mr. Sandford, almost for the first time 
in his life, had been rendered nervous 
with apprehension. To be sure, he was 
not one of the “sleek-headed men that 
sleep o nights”; he was always busy 
with some scheme; but, heretofore, suc- 
cess had followed every plan, and he had 
gone on with steadfast confidence. Now 
the keenest foresight was of no avail; 
events defied calculation; misfortunes 
came without end and without remedy. 
It was the moment of fate to him. He 
had gone to the last verge, exhausted 
every resource, and, if there were not 
some help, as unlooked for as a shower 
of gold from heaven, he must stop pay- 
ment,—he, whose credit had been spot- 
less and without limit, whose name in 
the financial world was honor itself, 
whose influence had been a tower of 
streneth in every undertaking. It was 
not without a struggle that he brought 
himself to look this inexorable fact in 
the face. Marcia and his sister-in-law 
heard him as he paced the room through 
the night; they had noticed his abstract- 
ed and downcast air the preceding even- 
ing; and at breakfast the few words that 
escaped from between his firm-set lips 
were sufficiently ominous. It was the 
first morning that Marcia had appeared 
at.the table, and in her feeble condition 
the apprehension of danger was intense 
and overpowering. Mrs. Sandford tried 
in vain to change the conversation, by 
significant glances towards the invalid ; 
but the brother was too much absorbed 
to notice anything outside of the gloomy 
circle that hemmed him in. Muttering 
still of “ruin,” “begeary,” and similar 
topics, so admirably adapted to cheer the 
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convalescent, he swallowed his breakfast 
like an animal, left the room without his 
usual bland “ good morning,” and slam- 
med the street-door after him. 

A fit of hysterics was the natural con- 
sequence. The kind and sisterly widow 
bore, rather than led, Marcia to an up- 
per room, propped her with pillows in 
an arm-chair, and employed every ten- 
der and womanly art to soothe her ex- 
cited nerves. Calmness came, but only 
with exhaustion. The door-bell rang. 
Mrs. Sandford gave an inaudible direc- 
tion to the servant. But Marcia exclaim- 
ed, “It is George! I heard his step on 
the pavement. I must see him. Let 
him in.” Mrs. Sandford remonstrated 
to no purpose, and then went to her own 
room. 

It was “ George.” He entered the room 
with a pale face, and a look betokening 
both suffering and resolution. He was 
evidently struck by the appearance of 
Miss Sandford, rightly judging that she 
was not able to bear what he had come 
to tell her. Ile would have uttered a few 
commonplace courtesies, and deferred his 
weighty communication to another time. 
But Marvia’s senses were preternaturally 
sharpened; weak as a vine without its 
trellis, instinct seemed to guide her to 
clasp by every tendril the support to 
which she had been wont to cling. She 
noticed a certain uneasiness in Green- 
leaf’s demeanor; ready to give the worst 
interpftation to everything, she ex- 
claimed, in a quick, frightened manner, 
“ George, dear George, what is the mat- 
ter? You are cold, you are distant. Are 
you in trouble, too, like all the world ?” 

“Deeply in trouble,” he answered 
gravely, — still standing, hat in hand. 

“Trouble that I cannot soothe ?” 

“J am afraid not.” 
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“You are silent; but I am only child- 
ish. You do love me,— don’t you, 
George ?” 

“ As much as I ever did.” 

A mean subterfuge ; for though it was 
true, perhaps, to him, he knew it was a 
falsehood to her. She attempted to rise 
from her chair; he sprang to support 
her. 

“You are so gloomy, reserved, to- 
day !” she continued. 

Still Greenleaf was silent. He aided 
her to resume her seat; but when he had 
done so, she detained him, seizing his 
arm and then his hand. His heart beat 
rapidly, and he turned away his head to 
avoid the fond but keen scrutiny of her 
eyes,—at the same time gently, but in- 
effectually, attempting to free his hand. 
Once more he resolved, since the con- 
versation had taken such a turn, to risk 
the consequences, and prepare her mind 
for a separation. But a sudden thought 
struck her, and, before he could frame a 
sentence, she spoke :— 

* You have heard bad news this morn- 
ing ?” ‘ 

He shook his head. 

“ No,—I know you are not mercenary; 
I would not wrong you with the suspi- 
cion.” 

“What suspicion, pray ?” he asked, 
turning suddenly towards her. 

“You have not heard ?” 

“T have heard nothing.” 

“ Pity my foolishness. But my broth- 
er is in difliculty ; he may fail ; perhaps 
has failed even now. Pray, don’t chide 
me for my fears. All the world goes 
with the rich and the prosperous.” 

“The world has very little company 
just now, then,” said Greenleaf, with a 
grim smile. “ But assure yourself,” he 
continued ; “the dowry of my wife is a 


matter I have never consideredsind%s 


« And you won't tell me?” 


love me.” 


nl 


vO 


: his lips showing 


to control, ller 


weerful tone, as if she 


if 


and, with a faint 


the woman £ love? sak hes with deep 
emphasis, * honest poverty is what I do 
not dread.” 

Interpreting this fervent declaration 
in the natural way, Mareia reached torth 
her arms with sudden fervor, drew him 


nearer, and coyered his forehead, lips, 


t toedlay. 
* Then you don't 
Greenleat was sil 
the emotion he str: 
voive took a more vl 
would assure herse 


smile. she saitl,— 
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and cheeks with kisses. Every kiss fell 
like a’spot of mildew on his flesh; her 
caresses filled him with shame. Could 
he undeceive her? In her feeble condi- 
tion, the excitement into which she had 
been thrown by her brother's danger was 
all she could bear. False as his position 
was, heartless and empty as his soothing 
words and caresses were, he must con- 
tinue to wear the mask, and show himself 
as he was at some time when she had no 
Still 


she chid his gloomy reserve, his absent 


other trouble to weigh her down. 


air, and mechanical movements. Was he 
weak, if under such influences his fixed 
resolves bent ?—if his nerves felt the old 
thrill 2—if his voice took a softer tone ?— 
and if he parted from her with something 
of his former tenderness? He tried to 
excuse himself to his conscience by the 
plea, that the deception once begun must 
be kept up until it could be ended with 
For he saw that her heart was 
She no longer 


safuty. 
really bound up in him. 
kept up the brilliant fence of repartee ; 
she had abandoned all coquettish arts, 
and, for once at least, was sincerely, fond- 
ly, even foolishly, in love. Home he went, 
sadder than before, his conscience yet 
more aroused, and his resolutions farther 
than ever from accomplishment. 
Poor little Alice! 


CHAPTER XIV. 
EVERY MAN FOR HIMSELF. 


Mr. Sanprorp walked towards his 
office, that fine autumn morning, in no 
amiable mood. Nature scemed to pro- 
test against his angry violence ; the very 
stones of the pavement seemed to say,— 
“ TTe need not thump us in that way; we 
can't pay his notes.” The trees along 
Mount-Vernon Street rustled their leaves 
with a shudder, as he passed under them ; 
they dropped no benison upon a face 
which even the golden morning could 
not lighten. “ Let him stride on!” said 
they ; “ we shall be more cheerful in com- 
pany with the maids washing the side- 
walks or taking out the children (bless- 
ed darlings!) for an airing.” Canaries 
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ceased their songs in the windows ; -ur- 
chins stopped their hoops and stood on 
the curbstones, eyeing the gloomy man 
askance. When he passed the Granary 
Burying-Ground, he saw a squirrel dart 
down a tree, and scamper over the old 
graves in search of some one of his many 
stores; then rising on his haunches, he 
munched the pea-nut which he had un- 
earthed, (the gift of some schoolboy, 
months ago,) as much as to say,—* We 
know how to look out for hard times ; but 
what have you done with your pea-nuts, 
old fellow, that vou look so cross? Can’t 
You should put ‘em where 
you'll know where they are.” A whisk 
of his tail and he flew up the tree. The 
lesson was lost upon the financier. At 
the office-door he met Bullion,—his face 
a trifle more ruddy, his eye with a colder 
glitter, and his queer eyebrow pointing 


get ’em, ch ? 


with an odder significance. 

“VIow are you, Sandford ?”—A very 
short nod.—* Cool, this morning.”— 
Standing with his dumpy legs apart, he 
nibbled at the ivory head of his cane. 

“Mr. Bullion,” said Sandford, “ you 
must help me. You must lift that note. 
Come, I know you can do it,—and Yl 
make it worth your while.” 

“ Can't do it; you want a long exten- 
sion, I s’pose.” 

“ Say three or four months.” 

“Time is money, as I told you before. 
Tn four months, with forty thousand dol- 
lars, I could—do pretty well,” ending the 
sentence in a lower tone, that indicated 
a desire to keep his first thought back. 

“Jn atime like this, Mr. Bullion, it is 
the duty of every man to assist his neigh- 
bor to the extent of his ability. If there 
is no forbearance, no brotherly aid, how 
are the complicated settlements of a mad 
community like this to be made? There 
is not money enough to pay what must 
be paid.” 

The eyebrow was stiffly pointed as 
Bullion answered,— 

“T do forbear. I must forhear. Stear- 
ine owes me; you indorse; you can’t 
pay, neither of you. I sha’n’t get the 


money. I must go without.” 
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Tt was an injured tone. 

* Then why do you let it go to pro- 
test 7” 

“ Only a form, Sandford, Usage of 
the mercantile world. Very irregular 
not to do it. Sorry, but can't help it.” 

Mr. Sandford’s patience was exhaust- 
ed. 

“Tt is my turn to-day, Bullion; I have 
no further resource; I am ruined. You 
feel strong and look upon my distress in 
triumph. But your turn will come. 
Mark my words. Within a fortnight I 
shall see you rushing down State Street 
in despair; your property will be swept 
away with a flood, and you will be a beg- 
gar,—as you deserve to be. Damn your 
stony heart!” 

It was the first outburst of profanity 
from Mr. Sandford.—too fastidious, usual- 
ly, to allow himself the use of such ex- 
pletives. 

“Sorry to see you excited, Sandford. 
Best to keep temper. Guess you and 
Fayerweather will raise the money. Pity 
Stearine hadn’t wick enough in him to 
stand alone. Rather a poor candle, he 
is,—he! he! Morning!” 

The gray eyes twinkled, the eyebrow 
whisked, and the sturdy legs bore the 
creditor away. / 

Entering the office, Mr. Sandford tried 
to assume a cheerful look. He looked 
over the list of failures, in the “ Inde- 
pendent,” with something of the interest 
which a patient in a hospital would feel 
when overhearing the report from the 
dead-house. Was there no one of the 
bald or grizzly-haired gentlemen who 
smiled so benignly whom he could ask 
for aid? Not one; he knew their cir- 
cumstances; they had no money at 
command; all their property was locked 
up in investments. He thought of the 
many chairmen and directors in benevo- 
lent associations with whom he was con- 
nected. No,—they were either men of' 
moderate means, or had some son or 
nephew or brother in business whose 
credit they must uphold. Tow gladly 
would he barter all his parchment testi- 
monials for one good “ promise to pay”! 
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He groaned almost andibly, and won- 
dered how he could pass the tine till the 
close of bank-hours. 
a torture as keen as the calamity itself. 

A visitor entered; it Plotman. 
He came with a cheerful, even exulting, 
look. 

“® Good news, Sandford!” 

“ News !” Sandford, 
petuously. “ What news ? IIlow much 7” 

In his absent state he forgot that Plot- 
man was not aware of his thoughts, and 


The suspense was 


was 


exclaimed im- 


associated good news only with an ac- 
commodation to serve his present need, 
But his fluttering expectations were dash- 
ed to the ground with the reply. 

“How much,’ did you say? A clean 
majority over all. Your name stands at 
the head of the ticket.” 

“1 am obliged to you,” replied Sand- 
ford, sadly, “but I don’t think I can ac- 
cept the nomination.” 

“Well, that és rather strong,” said Plot- 
“You'd best keep your modesty 


if 


man. 
for the papers ; it’s thrown away,on me.” 

“T really can’t bother with polities.” 

“Why in the Devil, then, did you lay 
your corns to get the place, and make me 
all this trouble for nothing ?” 

“T am really sorry, Plotman; but, to 
tell you just how it is, Tam so much in- 
volved in this fearful monetary pressure 
that T have no time nor heart for any- 
thing else.” 


“ Confounded spooney !” muttered 
Plotman, between his teeth. “If Td 


known he was so weak in the knees, 
Td have gone in for Spreadeagle, who 
offered a handsome figure.” 

“Come in Plotman, and 
we'll talk about it. I can’t think about 
it now. T’ll make all right with you.” 

Still muttering, the disappointed poli- 
tician departed, leaving Sandford in a 
deeper abyss than before. To prevent 
unwelcome visits, the latter left word with 


to-morrow, 


his clerks that he could see no one what- 
ever. 

To wile away the time, he took out 
his cash-book and private papers. There 
was about a thousand dollars in bank. 

“Tt will be best to dracy that,” thought 
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he, “for there’s no knowing what may 
happen.” 

And the office-hoy was dispatched with 
a check for the amount. 

“Tet us what other resources. 
There are Monroc’s notes,—ten thousand 
dollars. T can raise something on them. 
Vl borrow from Tonsor, who seems to 
have funds enough.” 

He sent a clerk and sueeeeded in ob- 
taining eight thousand dollars for five 
days, by depositing the notes. 

“Tf worst comes to worst, I have nine 
thousand to fall back upon. Now, what 
next? Fletcher's note for five hundred, 
with the rather peculiar admission at the 
heeinning. I wonder, now, what he 
would give for this little paper? Possi- 
bly he is in funds. He’s a scheming 
deyil and hasn’t been idle in this gale of 
wind. I'll send for him.” 

Fletcher entered with an air of con- 
fidence. 

“Well, Mr. Sandford, you don’t bear 
malice, see. If you didn’t want to get 
a saucy answer, you shouldn’t have threat- 


see 


ened, the other day.” 

“You were hardly civil, Fletcher,” 
said Sandford, gravely, “and rather for- 
getful, besides. If [ were you, I wouldn't 
bluster until a certain piece of paper was 
safe in my possession.” 

“Do you suppose I ever forget that 
paper, or how you bullied it out of me ? 
But you know that at the time when I 
used that five hundred dollars, I had 
money cnough, and felt as sure of return- 
ing it the next day as you do of paying 
the ten thousand you had of Monroe.” 

Sandford started. 

“Tow did you know whose money I 
had ?” 

“Never mind. I hear a great many 
things. As I was saying, I didn’t steal 
the money, for you didn’t miss it till I 
told you; and if I hadn’t been a coward 
and a fool to boot, I should never have 
signed that cursed paper.” 

“T have it, though. The law calls it a 
confession of theft.” 

Fletcher winced. 

“ You have told me that often enough 
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before. You needn’t touch me on the 
raw to make me remember it.” 

Ife waited, but Sandford made no re- 
ply. Fletcher continued :— 

“Well, what is it? You've something 
on hand, or you wouldn’t have sent for 
me.” 

“You propose to pay sometime, I be- 
lieve ?” 

“ Of course, I do. 
times enough, you know. 
money in ten minutes.” 

“Can you! Tow much ?” 

“Why, the five hundred and interest.” 

“T rather think the document is worth 
more money.” 

“You'd take my heart’s blood for it, 
I know. But you can’t get any more 
money than I have got.” 

“You were very ready in promising 
five hundred in ten minutes. It seems to 
me that in an ‘hour you might raise a 
larger sum.” 

“Do you suppose I am a capitalist ?— 
that IT own Fogarty, Danforth, and Dot ?” 

“Tm sure, I can’t tell. Stranger things 
have happened.” 

“T wonder if he suspects my connec- 
tion with old Bullion 7” thought Fletcher. 

“TIL make you a fair proposition, 
Fletcher. I need some money, for a few 
days. Get me thirty thousand dollars 
for a week, say; I'll pay a liberal interest, 
and give up the paper.” 

“T can't do it. The figure is altogether 
above me. You don’t want me to rob 
my employers ?” 

“+ Roh’ is a hard word, Fletcher. No, 
I counsel no crime. You don’t want any- 
thing more to think of. But you may 
know some chance to borrow that sum ?” 

Fletcher mused. “If Sandford comes 
to aman like me for such a sum, it must 
be beeause he is devilish hard up; and if 
I get him the money, it would likely be 
sunk. I can’t do it.” 

“ No, Mr. Sandford, it’s out of the ques- 
tion. Eyerybody that has money has 
twenty applications for every dollar.” 

“ Then you'd rather sce this paper m 
an officer's hands ?” 

Fletcher's face blanched and his knees 


I've offered to pay 
I can get the 
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shook, but he kept his resolution in spite 
of his bodily tremor. 

“T have been like a mouse cuffed be- 
tween a cat's paws so long that I don’t 
care torun. If you mean to pounce up- 
on me and finish me, go ahead. I may 
as well die as to be always dreading it. 
But you'll please remember what I said 
about overhauling your accounts.” 

Sandford found his man firmer than 
he had expected. He changed his tac- 
tics. 

“Fletcher, as you can’t do what I 
want, how much will you give outright 
for the little obligation ? You shall have 
it for fifteen hundred dollars. Come, 
now, that’s reasonable.” 

“ Reasonable as the fellow who puts a 
pistol to your head on a dark night in 
the middle of Cambridge bridge.” 

“Tut, tut! Don’t talk of highway- 
robbery! I think I am letting you off 
cheap.” 

“ How do you suppose I can raise fit 
teen hundred dollars ? ” 

“That is your affair.” 

“You are as cruel as a bloodhound 
afier a runaway nigger.” 

“T have once or twice remonstrated 
against your use of harsh words.” 

“What's the use of being mealy- 
mouthed? I owe you five hundred dol- 
lars. Every dollar beyond that you get 
from me you rob me of; and it doesn’t 
matter whether it is a pistol or a writ 
that you threaten me with.” 

“You persist in a violent tone.” 

“T can’t talk to suit you, and I shall 
stop. We shall never agree. I'll tell you, 
though, what I will do. I'll give you a 
note, to-morrow, for a thousand dollars, 
on short time, with a good name.” 

“ Money, Fletcher !—money! I don’t 
want any note.” 

“ Well, [ll see what I can do. 
haps I can get the money.” 

“ And, Fletcher, I advise you to settle 
the affair to-day. It has stood quite long 
enough. Just devote to-day to this little 
matter. Come in before two,—not later 
than three, at any rate. Perhaps your em- 
ployers might advance it,—that is, rath- 
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er than have their clerk compromised. 
Suppose I lay the matter before them ?” 

Fletcher’s rage broke out afresh. He 
gnashed his teeth and foamed at the 
mouth. If he had had a weapon, it might 
have fared hard with his oppressor. But 
his anger was inarticulate,—too mighty, 
too tumultuous, for words. He left the 
office, his eyes glowing like a cat’s, and 
his fringy moustache trembling over his 
white teeth. 

Mr. Sandford was somewhat exhil- 
arated, and rubbed his smooth hands 
with energy. “TI think he’ll come back,” 
thought he. “ Failure is inevitable. Let 
it come! We must bear it as we can. 
And for a ruined man I don’t know of 
any consolation like a little ready mon- 
ey. Now to play my last cards. These 
shares which I own in the Vortex are 
worth more to-day than they are likely 
to be to-morrow. It would be a shame 
not to dispose of them while they will 
bring something. Fayerweather and the 
others who have agreed to buy at ninety 
per cent. are at the Board. T’ll get a 
new hand to take them in. They won’t 
suspect, for they think Stearine’s note has 
been extended.” 

He called a junior clerk and dispatched 
the shares to a broker to be sold for cash 
on account of whom it might concern. 
He then locked himself in the back office 
to be free from troublesome visitors, keep- 
ing a cautious lookout for Fletcher, whom 
he expected, and for the clerk who was to 
bring the money. His chief anxiety was 
lest Mr. Fayerweather should come be- 
fore the sale was effected ; and he was 
in a fever until the money was brought 
tohim. Through the window he saw his 
friends Monroe, Bullion, and others, who 
called for him and were denied by his 
order; he chose to remain unseen. 

Fletcher did not return. In going out 
he met Bullion, and, telling him that he 
had to pay Sandford a thousand dollars, 
asked for a part of the money due hin. 

“Don’t be a fool,” replied that sturdy 
financier. “Sandford will fail to-day, 
probably. That's the reason for his hur- 
ry to get the money. Let him sweat. 
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Keep your funds. You can pay his as- 
signee any time these six months to 
come.” 

Tt was near two o’clock. Mr. Sandford 
had in his pocket the proceeds of the 
Vortex shares, the loan from ‘Tonsor, and 
his balance from bank,—a comfortable 
sum altogether; and he thought it not 
prudent to risk the whole by waiting for 
Fletcher, who, after all, might not come. 
So, seeing the coast clear, he put on his 
surtout and walked out of the front door 
with an unconcerned air. 

The notary came with the inevitable 
protest. Mr. Fayerweather was the as- 
tounded individual who received it. A 
sudden light broke upon him. He was 
swindled. He took out the Vortex shares 
which he had just bought by agreement, 
and, turning to the transfer-book, found 
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that they were Sandford'’s. The Secre- 
tary had weathered ‘the President with a 
vengeance. 

The lawyer to whom the protested 
note came happened to hold other claims 
acainst Mr. Fayerweather and the Vor- 
tex, and, naturally judging that the Com- 
pany might be involved in the diffieul- 
ties of its officers, he commenced suit 
without a moment’s delay. TIl news flies 
fast. In an hour after the first writs were 
served, suit was brought by Tonsor and 
other ereditors, and the office was shut. 
The safe was found to hold nothing more 
valuable than duplicates of policies, the 
Company’s bank-account was overdrawn, 
its stocks and bonds were sold or pledged, 
and its available assets consisted of the 
office-furniture, a few reams of paper, 
and half a dozen sticks of sealing-wax. 


[To be continued. ] 


“THE NEW LIFE” OF DANTE. 


[ Continued. ] 
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Werk the author of the “ Vita Nuova” 
unknown, its story of youth and love 
would still possess a charm, as standing 
in the dawn of modern literature,— the 
first book in which modern sentiment 
finds free expression. It would be of in- 
terest, as contrasted with the later growth 
of the sentimental element in literature, 
which speedily exhibits the influence of 
factitions feeling, of self-conscious effort, 
and of ambitious display. The sentiment 
of the “ Vita Nuova” is separated by the 
wide gulf that lies between simplicity 
and affectation from the sentimentality 
of Petrarch’s sonnets. But connected as 
it is with Dante’s life,—the first of that 
series of works in which truth, intensity, 
and tenderness of feeling are displayed 
as in the writings of no other man,—its in- 
terest no longer arises merely from itself 


and from its place in literature, but be- 
comes indissolubly united with that which 
belongs by every claim to the “ Divina 
Commedia” and to the life of Dante. 

When the * Vita Nuova” was com- 
pleted, Dante was somewhat less than 
twenty-eight years old. Beatrice had 
died between two and three years be- 
fore, in 1290; and he secins to have 
pleased himself after her loss by recall- 
ing to his memory the sweet incidents 
of her life, and of her influence upon 
himself. He begins with the words :— 

“Tn that part of the book of my mem- 
ory before which little can be read is 
found a rubric which says: Jncipit Vita 
Nova [* The New Life begins’]. Under 
which rubrie I find the words written 
which it is my intention to copy into this 
little book.—if not all of them, at least 
their meaning.” 

This introduction, short as it is, exhib- 
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its a characteristic trait of Dante’s mind, 
in the declaration of his intention to copy 
from the book of his memory, or, in other 
words, to write the true records of expe- 
rience. Truth was the chief quality of 
his intellect, and upon this, as upon an 
- unshaken foundation, rest the marvellous 
power and consistency of his imagina- 
tons. His heart spoke clearly, and he 
interpreted its speech plainly in_ his 
words. His tendency to mysticism often, 
indeed, led him into strange fancies; but 
these, though sometimes obscure, are 
never vague. After these few words 
of preface, the story begins :— 

“ Nine times now, since my birth, the 
heaven of light had turned almost to 
the same point in its gyration, when 
first appeared before my eyes the glo- 
rious lady of my mind, who was called 
Beatrice, by many who did not know 
why they thus called her.* She had 
now been in this life so long, that in 
its time the starred heaven had moved 
toward the east one of the twelve parts 
of a degree ;f so that about the bevin- 
ning of her ninth year she appeared to 
me, and I near the end of my ninth year 
saw her. She appeared to me clothed 
in a most noble color, a becoming and 
modest crimson, and she was girt and 
adorned in the style that suited her 
extreme youth. At that instant, T say 
truly, the spirit of life, which dwells in 
the most secret chamber of the heart, 
began to tremble with such violence, 
that it appeared horribly in the least 
pulses, and, trembling, said these words : 
Ecce deus fortior me, qui veniens domi- 
nabitur mihi! [Behold a god, stronger 
than I, who, coming, shall rule me ! ¢ J 


* Tt may be that Dante here refers to the 
meaning of the name Beatriee,— She who 
renders happy. She who blesses. 

+ According to the astronomy of the’times, 
the sphere of the stars moved from west to 
east one degree in a hundred years. The 
twelfth of a degree was, therefore, eicht and 
a half years. See the Convifo, Tratt. I. ¢. vi. 

$ Compare with this passage Canzone x. 
st. 5,6. Especi:lly the lines,” 

“E, se’l libro non erra, 

Lo spirito maggior trem si forte, 
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“ At that instant, the spirit of the soul, 
which dwells in the high chamber to 
which all the spirits of the senses bring 
their perceptions, began to marvel ereat- 
ly, and, addressing the spirits of the sight, 
said these words: Apparuit jam beatitudo 
vestra. [Now hath appeared your bliss.] 
At that instant the natural spirit, which 
dwells in that part where the nourishment 
is supplied, began to weep, and, weeping, 
said these words: Hew miser! quia fre- 

[ Woe is 
me wretched ! because frequently hence- 
forth shall I be hindered.] 

“From this time forward T say that 
Love lorded over my soul, which had 
been thus quickly put at his disposal ; * 
and he began to exercise over me such 
control and such lordship, through the 
power which my imagination gaye to him, 
that I was obliged to perform completely 
all his pleasure. He commanded me ma- 
ny times that I should seck to sce this 
youthful angel, so that I in my! boyhood of- 
ten went seeking her, and saw her of such 
noble and praiseworthy deportment, that 
truly of her might be said that saying of 
the poet Homer: ‘ She does not seem the 


quenter tmpeditus ero deinceps. 


Che parve ben, che morte 
Per lui in questo mondo giunta fosse.” 
“ And, if the book errs not, the chief spirit so 
greatly trembled, that it plainly appeared 
that death for him had arrived in this world.” 
When Dante meets Beatrice in Purgatory, 
he says, referring to this time—and it is 
pleasant to note these connections between 
his earliest and his latest works,— 
“ Tosto che nella vista mi percosse 
L’ alta virtii, che gi m* avea trafitto 
Prima ch’ io fuor di puerizin fosse.” 
Canto xxx. 1, 40-42. 
* The text of the Vita Nuova is often un- 
certain. Here, for example, many authorities 
concur in the reading, */a quale fu si tosto a lui 
disponsata,” “ which had been so quickly be- 
trothed to him.’* But we prefer to read “ dis- 
posta,” as being more in accordance with 
the remainder of the figure concerning Love. 
Many other various readings will be passed 
over without notice—but a translation might 
be exposed to the charge of inaccuracy, if it 
were judged by the text of any special edi- 
tion of the original, without comparison with 
others. The text usually followed in these 
rsions is that of Fraticelli. 
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daughter of a mortal, but of God.’ And 
it befell that her image, which stayed 
constantly with me, inspired boldness in 
Love to hold lordship over me; but it was 
of such noble virtue, that it never suffer- 
ed that Love should rule without the faith- 
ful counsel of Reason in those matters in 
which such counsel could be useful.” 

Such is the account which Dante gives 
of the beginning of his love for Beatrice. 
The tenderness and purity of his pas- 
sion are obscured, but not concealed, by 
quaintness of expression and formality of 
learning. In literary style the passage 
displays the uncertain hand of youth, and 
in a translation something is lost of the 
charm of simplicity which pervades the 
original. But in this passage the key- 
note of Dante's life is struck. 

Passing over many things, he says 
that exactly nine years were complet- 
ed after the above-described appearance 
of this most gentle lady, when it hap- 
pened that “she appeared before me 
clothed in purest white between two no- 
ble ladies, and, passing along the street, 
she turned her eyes toward that place 
where I stood very timidly, and, by her 
ineffable courtesy, which is now reward- 
ed in eternity, saluted me with such vir- 
tue, that I seemed to behold all the 
bounds of bliss. The hour when her 
most sweet salutation reached me was 
exactly the ninth of that day; and since 
it was the first time that her words came 
to my ears, I felt such great delight, that, 
as it were intoxicated, I turned away 
from the erowd, and, betaking myself to 
the solitary place of my chamber, sat 
myself down to think of this most cour- 
teous lady, and, thinking of her, a sweet 
slumber came upon me, in which a mar- 
vellous vision appeared to me.” After 
describing this vision, he says, that, think- 
ing of what had appeared to him, he 
“ proposed to bring it to the knowledge 
of many who were famous poets at that 
time; and since IT had already seen in 
myself the art of speaking words in 
rhyme, I proposed to write a sonnet, in 
which I would salute all the vassals of 
Love; and praying them to give an inter- 
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pretation of my vision, I wrote to them 
that which I had seen in my slumber. 
And I began then this sonnet :— 


“To every captive soul and gentle heart 
Before whose sight may come the pres- 
ent word, 
That they may thereupon their thoughts 
impart, 
Be greeting in Love’s name, who is their 
lord. 
“ Now of those hours wellnigh one third had 
gone 
In which each star appears in heaven most 
bright, 
When on a sudden Love before me shone, 
To think upon whose being gives me fright. 
* Joyful seemed Love, and he was keeping 
My heart within his hands, while on his arm 
He held my Lady, covered o'er and sleep- 
ing. 
“ Then waking her, he with this flaming heart 
Did humbly feed her, fearful of some harm. 
Sudden I saw him weep, and quick depart.” 


This sonnet is somewhat obseure in 
the details of its meaning, and has little 
beauty, but it is of interest as being the 
earliest poetic composition by Dante that 
has been preserved for us, and itis curi- 
ous as being the account of a vision. In 
our previous article on the “ New Life,” 
we referred to the fact of this book being 
in great part composed of the account 
of a series of visions, thus connecting 
itsclf in the form of its imaginations with 
the great work of Dante’s later years. 
As a description of things unseen ex- 
cept by the inward eye, this sonnet is 
bound in poetic connection to the no- 
bler visions of the “ Divina Commedia.” 
The private stamp of Dante’s imagina- 
tion is indelibly impressed upon it. 

He tells us that many answers were 
made to this sonnet, and “among those 
who replied to it was he whom I eall 
the first of my friends, and he wrote a 
sonnet which began, 

‘Thou seest in my opinion every worth.’ 
This was, as it were, the beginning of 
our friendship when he knew that it 
was I who had sent these verses to him.” 
This first of Dante’s friends was Guido 
Cavaleanti. Bheir friendship was of long 
duration, beginning thus in Dante’s nine- 
teenth year, and ending only with Guido’s 
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death, in 1300, when Dante was thirty-five 
years old. It may be taken as a proof of 
its intimacy and of Dante’s high regard 
for the genius of his friend, that, when 
Dante, in his course through Hell, at 
Easter in 1300, represents himself as be- 
ing recognized by the father of Guido, 
the first words of the old man to him are, 

“Tf through this blind prison thou goest 
through loftiness of soul, where is my son? 
oh, why is he not with thee 2?” * 

The sonnet of Guido, in reply to that 
sent him by Dante, has been preserved, 
together with the replies by two other 
contemporary poets; but Dante says of 
them all,—“ The true meaning of my 
sonnet was not then seen by any one, 
though now it is plain to the simplest.” 

After this vision, the poet, whoxe soul 
was wholly devoted to his most gentle 
lady, was brought by Love into so frail 
a condition of health, that his friends 
became anxious for him, and questioned 
him about that which he most wished to 
conceal. Then he told them that it was 
Love which had brought him to this pass. 
But when they asked him,. “ For whom 
has Love thus wasted thee?” he looked at 
them smiling, and said nothing. 

“ One day it happened,” he goes on to 
relate, “that this most gentle lady sat 
where words concerning the Queen of 
Glory are heard, and I was in a place 
from which I beheld my bliss. Between 
her and me in a direct line sat a gentle 
lady of most pleasing aspect, who looked 
at me often, wondering at my gaze, which 
seemed to terminate upon her; and many 
observed her looks. So great attention, 
indeed, was paid to this, that when I went 
out from the place I heard some one say, 
‘Behold how that lady wastes the life of 
this man !’—and naming her, I heard that 
they spoke of her who had been in the 
path of the straight line which, parting 
from my most gentle Beatrice, had ended 
in my eyes.” Then he says he thought 
to make this lady serve as a screen for 
his real love, and he did this so well that 
in a short time many persons fancied 
they knew his secret. And in order to 

* Luferno, x. 58-60. 
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deceive them still more, he addressed to 
this lady many trifles in rhyme, of which 
he will insert in this account of his “ New 
Life” only those which bear reference to 
Beatrice. 

Some time after this, “it was the pleas- 
ure of the Lord of the Angelssto call to 
his glory a young and beautiful lady, 
who had been very lovely in the city of 
Florence. And T saw her body lying 
without its soul, surrounded by many la- 
dies who wept grievously. Then remem- 
bering that I had formerly seen her in 
company with that most gentle lady, I 
could not restrain some tears; and, weep- 
ing, I proposed to say some words about 
her death, as a return for that I had seen 
her sometimes with my lady.” Then, he 
says, he wrote two poems, of which we 
give the last, adding to it his verbal com- 
ment, as an example of the style of com- 
mentary with which he has accompanied 
all the poems of the “ Vita Nuova” :— 
“O villain Death, compassion’s foe, 

The Mother from of old of woe, 
Inexorable judge severe, 
Thou givest sorrow for the heart to bear; 
Wherefore in grief I go, 
And blaming thee my very tongue out- 
wear. 
“And if of every grace thou wouldst be 
bare, 
Tt only needs that I declare 
The guilt of this thy sinful blow, 
So that all those shall know, 
And each shall be thy foe, 
Who erst were nurtured with Love’s ten- 
der care. 
“For thou hast taken from the world the 
grace 
And virtue which are woman's praise, 
And in youth's gayest days 
The charm of loveliness thou dost deface. 
“Who is this lady is not to be told, 
Save as these qualities do make her known. 
He who deserves salvation may alone 
Have hope companionship with her to hold. 


“ This sonnet is divided into four parts.* 
In the first I address Death by certain of 
her proper names; in the second, speak- 
ing to her, I tell the reason why I am 
moved to blame her; in the third, I re- 

* Dante calls this little poem a sonnet, al- 


though, strictly, the name does not belong 
to it. 
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vile her; in the fourth, I speak to a per- 
son undefined, although definite as re- 
gards my intention. The second part 
begins at Thou givest; the third at And 
if of every grace; the fourth at He who 
deserves.” 

After gthis, Dante tells of a journey 
he was forced to take, in the direction 
of the city to which the lady who had 
afforded him the means of disguising his 
real love had gone. He says, that, on 
the way, which he calls the way of sighs, 
he met Love, who was sad in aspect, and 
clad like a pilgrim, and that Love told 
him the name of another lady who must 
thenceforth serve as his screen to conceal 
his secret. He goes on to relate, that, af- 
ter his return,* he sought out this lady, 
and made her his defence so effectually, 
that many persons spoke of it beyond the 
terms of courtesy, which weighed on him 
heavily. And on account of this lying 
talk which defamed him greatly, he says 
that Beatrice, “the most gentle lady, who 
was the enemy of all the vices, and the 
queen of virtue, passing by a certain 
place, denied me her most sweet salute, 
in which consisted all my bliss. And de- 
parting a little from the present subject, 
I will declare that which her salutation 
effected within me. I say, then, that, 
whenever she appeared, in my hope for 
her admirable salutation I no longer had 
an enemy, for a flame of charity pos- 
sessed me which made me pardon every 
one who had done me wrong; and if at 
that time any one had asked anything of 
me, my only answer would have been 
Love, and my face would have been 
clothed with humility. And when she 
was near to giving me a salutation, a 


* In his few words of introduction to the 
Vita Nuova, Dante implies that he shall not 
copy out into his book all his compositions 
relating to its subject. Some of the poems 
of this period, not included in the Vita Nuova, 
have been preserved, and we propose to refer 
to them in their appropriate places. Com- 
pure with this passage Sonnet Ixxix., Poesie 
Liriche, ed. Fraticelli— 

“Se ‘1 bello aspetto non mi fosse tolto,’”— 


which was apparently written during Dante’s 
absence from Beatrice. 
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spirit of Love, destroying all the other 
spirits of the senses, drove out the feeble 
spirits of the sight, and said to them, ‘ Go 
and do honor to your lady,’ and he stayed 
in their place. And whoever had wished 
to know Love might have done so by 
looking at the trembling of my eyes.” 

After the salutation which had been 
wont to bring to him a joy almost beyond 
his capacity had been refused to him, 
Dante went weeping to his chamber, 
where he could lament without being 
heard ; and there he fell asleep, crying 
like a little child who has been beaten. 
And in his sleep he had a vision of Love, 
who entered into talk with him, and bade 
him write a poem, adorned with sweet 
harmony, in which he should set forth 
the truth and fidelity of his love for Bea- 
trice, and should sue for her pardon. 
Dante awoke at the ninth hour of the 
day, and at once began the poem, of 
which the following is a portion. He 
personifies his poem, and he bids it 
“ Tell her,— O Lady, this his heart is stayed 

On faithfulness so sure and firm, 

Save to serve you it has no other care; 

Farly ‘twas vours, and never has it strayed.” 

But ifshe trust not what thou dost affirm, 

Tell her to ask of Love, who will the truth 

declare; 
And at the end, beg her, with humble prayer, 
That she her pardon of its wrong would 
give; 

Then let her bid that TI no longer live, 

Ani she shall see her servant quick obey.’ * 

After this poem was finished, Dante 
describes what he calls “a battle of 
thoughts” concerning Love within his 
mind, and then goes on to relate that it 
happened one day that he was taken, by 
a friend who thought to give him pleas- 
ure, to a feast at which many ladies were 
present. “ They were assembled,” he 
says, “to attend a lady who was married 
that day, and, according to the custom of 
the city, they bore her company at her 
first sitting at table in the dwelling of her 
new husband.” Dante, believing thus 
to do pleasure to his friend, proposed to 
stand in waiting upon these ladies. But 
at the moment of this intention he felt a 


* Compare Canz. x. and xi. 
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sudden tremor, which caused him to lean 
for support against a painting which ran 
round the wall,* and, raising his eyes, he 
beheld Beatrice. Tis confusion became 
apparent; and the ladies, not excepting 
Beatrice herself, laughed at his strange 
appearance. Then his friend took him 
from their presence, and having asked 
him what so ailed him, Dante replied, 
“T have set my feet on that edge of life 
beyond which no man can go with intent 
to return.” Then leaving him, he went 
to the chamber of tears, weeping and 
ashamed; and in his trouble he wrote 
a sonnet to Beatrice, in which he says, 
that, if she had known the cause of his 
trouble, he believes that she would have 
felt pity for him.t 

The foregoing passage, like many oth- 
ers in the “ Vita Nuova,” is full of the 
intense and exaggerated expressions of 
passionate feeling. But this feeling is 
recorded with a frank simplicity which 
carries conviction of the sincerity of emo- 
tion. It may be laughed at, but it cannot 
be doubted. It is possible, though hardly 
probable, that the scene took place at the 
wedding festival of Beatrice herself. She 
was married sometime previous to 1287, 
and unless a reference to this event be 
found here, no notice of it is taken by 
Dante in what he has written concern- 
ing her, That the fact of her marriage 
changed in no degree the feeling with 
which Dante regarded her is plain. His 
love was of no low quality, to be altered 

* This is, perhaps, the earliest reference 
in modern literature to the use of painting as 
a decoration for houses. It is probable that 
it was a recent application of the art, and 
resulted from the revival of interest in its 
works which accompanied the revival of the 
art. We shall have occasion again to note a 
reference to painting. 

+ To this period, apparently, belong Sonnets 
xxix. and xxx. of the general collection. The 
last may not unlikely have been omitted in the 
Vita Nuora on aceount of the tenderness with 
which the death of Beatrice had invested ev- 
ery memory of her, preventing the insertion 
of a poem which might seem harsh in its ex- 
pression i-— 

“T curse the day on which 1 first beheld 

The light of thy betraying eyes.” 
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by earthly circumstance. It was a love 
of the soul. No change or separation 
that left the being untouched could part 
him from it. To the marriage of true 
souls there was no impediment, and he 
would admit none, in her being the wife 
of another. The qualities which she pos- 
sessed as a maiden belonged to her no 
less as a wife. 

Tt was in the same year, probably, as 
that in which the “ Vita Nuova” was 
composed and published, that Dante 
himself was married to Gemma Donati. 
There are stories that their married life 
was unhappy. But these stories have 
not the weight of even contemporary 
gossip. Possibly they arose from the 
fact of the long separation between 
Dante and his wife during his exile. 
Boccaccio insinuates more than he as- 


serts, and he concludes a vague declama- 
tion about the miseries of married life 
with the words, “ Truly I do not affirm 
that these things happened to Dante, 
for I do not know.” Dante keeps ut- 
ter silence in his works—certainly giv- 
ing no reason to suppose that domestic 
trials were added to his other burdens. 
One thing is known which deserves re- 
membrance,— that, when, after some 
years, a daughter was born to him, the 
name which she received was Beatrice. 
In the next few pages of the “ Vita 
Nuova” Dante describes various thoughts 
which came to his mind concerning his 
appearance when in presence of his la- 
dy; but, passing over these, we come to 
a passage which we give in full, as con- 
taining a delightful picture from Florence 
in its old time, and many sentences of 
sweet and characteristic feeling. 
“Many persons had now learned from 
my looks the secret of my heart. And 
it happened that certain ladies, who well 
knew my heart, each of them having wit- 
nessed many of my discomfitures, had 
assembled together, taking pleasure in 
each other’s company. And I, by chance 
passing near them, was addressed by one 
of these gentle ladies. She who called 
to me was very graceful in her speech, 
so that when I reached them, and saw 
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well that my most gentle lady was not 
with them, reassuring myself, I saluted 
them, and asked what might be their 
pleasure. The ladies were many, and 
some of them were laughing together, 
and others looked at me, waiting for 
what I might say, while others spoke 
among themselves, and one of them, 
turning her eyes toward me, and call- 
ing me by name, said, ‘To what end 
dost thou love this lady, since thou canst 
not support her presence ? Tell us, for 
it is certain that the object of such a 
love must be a very strange one’ And 
when she had said these words to me, 
not only she, but all the others, be- 
gan to attend in expectation of my re- 
ply. Then I said to them, ‘Ladies, the 
object of my love was, in truth, the salu- 
tation of that lady of whom perhaps 
you speak; and in that dwelt the bliss 
which was the end of all my desires. 
But since it has pleased her to deny it 
to me, my lord Loye, thanks be to him, 
has placed all my bliss in that which 
cannot be taken from me.’ Then these 
ladies began to speak together, and, as 
we sometimes see rain falling mingled 
with beautiful snow, so, it seemed to me, 
{ saw their words mingled with sighs. 
And after they had spoken for some 
time among themselves, the same lady 
who had first spoken to me said to me, 
‘We pray thee that thou wouldst tell us 
in what consists this thy bliss.’ And I, 
replying to her, said, ‘In those words 
which speak my lady’s praise.’ And she 
answered, ‘If thou sayest truth in this, 
those words which thou hast spoken con- 
cerning thine own condition must have 
been written with another intention,’ * 
Then I, thinking on these words, and, as 
it were, ashamed of myself, departed from 
them, and went, saying to myself, ‘ Since 
there is such bliss in those words which 

* This refers to the sonnets Dante had 
written about his own trouble and the con- 
flict of his thoughts. It will be observed 
that the words “speak”? and “speech” are 
used in reference to poetic compositions. In 
those days the poet was commonly called il 
dicitore in rima, “the speaker in rhyme," or 
simply i dicitore 
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praise my lady, why has my speech been 
of other things?’ And I proposed to take 
always for my subject, henceforward, the 
praise of this most ventle lady. And think- 
ing much on this, I seemed to myself to 
have taken too lofiy a subject for my pow- 
er, so that I did not dare to begin. ‘Thus 
T delayed some days, with tle desire to 
speak, and with a fear of beginning. 

“ Then it happened, that, walking along 
a road, at the side of which ran a very 
clear stream, so great a wish to speak 
came to me, that I began to think on 
the method I should observe; and I 
thought that to speak of her would not 
be becoming, unless I addressed my 
words to ladies ——and not to every lady, 
but only to those who are gentle, and 
not mere women.* Then Tsay that my 
tongue spoke as if moved by its own 
accord, and said, ‘ Ladies who have intel- 
ligence of Love.’ These words I laid by 
in my mind with great joy, thinking to 
take them for my beginning. And re- 
turning to the city, after some days I 
began this Canzone :—f 


* The epithet which Dante constantly ap- 
plies to Beatrice is “most gentle,” genlillia- 
sima, while other ladies are called gentile, 
“gentle.” Here he makes the distinetion be- 
tween the donna and the donna gentile. The 
word is used with a signification similar to 
that which it has in our own eariy literature, 
and fuller than that which it now retains. It 
refers both to race, as in the phrase ‘of gen- 
tle birth,” and to the qualities of character. 
“ Gentleness means the same as nobleness,” 
says Dante, in the Conrito; “and by noble- 
ness is meant the perfection of its own na- 
ture in anything.” Tratt. iv. ¢. 14-16. 

The delicacy and the dignity of meaning 
attaching to the word render it an epithet 
especially appropriate to Beatrice, as imply- 
ing all that is loveliest in person and charac- 
ter. Its use in the Vita Nuord is the more to 
be remarked, as in the Divina Commedia it is 
never applied to Beatrice. Its appropriate- 
ness ceased with her earthly life, for there 
wis ‘another glory of the celestial body.” 

+ This Canzone is one of the most beautiful 
of Dante’s minor poems. We have preferred 
to give it in a literal translation, rather than 
to attempt one in which the involved rhyme 
of the original should be preserved, fearing 
lest this could not be done without sacrifi 
of the meaning to the form. The origis:: 
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“Ladies who have intelligence of Love, 
I of my lady wish with you to speak; 
Not that to tell her praise in full I think, 

But to discourse that I may ease my mind. 
“Tsay that when I think upon her worth, 
So sweet doth Love make himself feel to me, 

That if I then did not my courage lose, 
Speaking | would enamor all mankind. 
I do not wish so loftily to speak, 
Lest [should fail and fall through very fear. 
But of her gentle nature I will treat 
With lightest touch compared with her desert, 
Ladies and damsels bound to Love, with you; 
For unto others this may not be told. 
“An Angel cries aloud in tongue divine, 
And says, * O Sire! in the world is seen 
A miracle in action, that proceeds 
From out a soul which far as here doth shine.’ 
The Heavens, which have no other want, in- 
deed, 
But that of her, demand her of her Lord, 
And every Saint doth for this favor beg; 
Only Compassion our part defends. 
What sayeth God? what of Madonna means ? 
‘O my delights, now be content in peace 
That, while [ please, your hope should there 
remain 
Where dwelleth one who loss of her awaits, 
And who shall say in Hell to the condemned, 
“T have beheld the hope of those in bliss.’ > * 
“ My lady is desired in high heaven. 
Her virtues now will | make known to you. 
I say, whoso a gentle lady would appear 
Should go with her: for when she passeth by, 
Love casts a frost upon all villain hearts, 
So that their every thought doth freeze and die; 
And whoso bears to stay and look on her 
Will nobler thing become or else will die; 
And when one finds that he may worthy be 
To look on her, he doth his virtue prove; 
For then that comes to him which gives him 
health, 
And humbleth him ti!l he forgets all wrong; 
And God hath given a still greater grace, 
That who hath spoke with her cannot end ill. 
“Love says of her, ‘ How can a mortal thing 


must be read by those who would understand 
its grace of expression combined with its 
depth of feeling. Dante himself prized this 
Canzone, and represents Buonagiunta da Lue- 
ca in Purgatory as addressing him,— 
“Ma dis’ io veggio qui colui che fuore 
Trasse le nuove rime, cominciando: 
Donne, ch’ avete intelletto d Amore.” 


“ But tell me if I see him who wrote the 
new rhymes, beginning, ‘Ladies who have 
intelligence of Love” Purgat. c. xxiv. 
1. 49-51 

* Note the reference implied in these words 
to the journey of Dante through Hell. 
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Be thus in every part adorned and pure? ? 
Then, gazing on her, to himself he swears 
That God in her a creatnre new designs. 
Color of pearl doth clothe her, as it were,— 
Not in excess, but most becomingly. 
Whate’er of good Nature cnn make she is; 
Aud by her model Beauty proves itself. 
From out her eyes, wherever they may muye, 
Spirits inflamed with love do issue forth, 
Which strike the eyes of whoso looks on her, 
And enter so that every heart they find. 
Love you beliold depicted on her face, 

On which with fixéd look no one can gaze. 

“T know, Canzone, thou wilt go to speak 
With many ladies, when I send thee forth; 
And now I bid thee, having bred thee up 
Like to a young and simple child of Love, 
That where thou goest thou shouldst praying 

say, 
‘Teach me which way to go, for I am sent 
To her with praise of whom [am adorned.’ 
And if thou wishest not to go in vain, 
Remain not there where villuin folk may be; 
Endeavor, if thou mayst, to be acquaint 
Only with ladies, or with courteous men, 
Who thee will guide upon the quickest way. 
Love thou wilt find in company with her, 
And to them both commend me as thou 

shouldst.”” 

Afier explaining, according to his cus- 
tom, and marking the divisions of this po 
em, Dante copies out a sonnet in which he 
answers the question of one of his friends, 
who, he says, perhaps entertaining an ex- 
pectation of him beyond what was due, 
asked him, ‘ What, is Love?’ Many of 
the poets of that time tried their hands in 
giving an answer to this diflicult ques- 
tion, and Dante begins his with confirming 
the opinion expressed by one of them :— 
“ Love is but one thing with the gentle heart, 

As in the saying of the sage we find.’ # 

* It is probable that Dante refers to the first 
of a Canzone by Guido Guinicelli, which says, 
“ Within the gentle heart Love always stays,” 
—a verse which he may have had still in his 
memory when he makes Francesca da Rimini 
suy, (nf. v. 100,) 

“ Love which by gentle heart is quickly learn- 
ed.” 

For other definitions of Love as under- 
stood by the Italian poets of the trecento, see 
Guido Cavaleanti’s most famous and most 
obscure Canzone, Donna mi priega; the son- 
net (No. xlii.) falsely ascribed to Dante, Molti 
volendo dir che fosse Amore; the sonnet by 
Jacopo da Lentino, Amore & un desio che vien 
dal core ; and many others. 
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Another sonnet follows upon this, tell- 
ing how this Love was awakened by 
Beatrice, and beginning with the exqui- 
site praise, 

“ Within her eyes my lady beareth Love, 

So that who looks on her is gentle made.”’* 

Not many days after this, the father of 
Beatrice died.t “ And inasmuch as it is 
the custom in the above-mentioned city 
for ladies to assemble with ladies, and 
men with men, in such ailliction, many 
ladies assembled at the house where Bea- 
trice was weeping piteously. And see- 
ing certain of them returning from her, I 
heard them speak of this most gentle la- 
dy, how she was lamenting. .... When 
these ladies had passed, I remained in 
such grief that tears began to fall, and, 
putting my hands before my eyes, I coy- 
ered my face. And if it had not been 
that I expected to hear further of her, 
for I stood near by where most of the 
ladies who came from her passed, I should 
have hidden myself as soon as the tears 
assailed me. While I still delayed, more 
ladies passed by, talking together and say- 
ing, ‘ Who of us should ever be joyful af 
ter hearing this lady speak so pitcously ?’ 
After these others passed, who said, as 
they went by, ‘This one who is here 
weeps neither more nor less than if he 
had seen her as we have. And then 
others said of me, ‘See! so overcome is 
he, that he seems not himself’ And thus 
these ladies passing by, I heard speech of 
her and of myself.’ And going away, 
afier this, he wrote two sonnets, telling 
of what he had seen and heard. 

It happened not long after this time 
that Dante was seized with grievous ill- 
ness, which reduced him to such a state 
of weakness that he lay as one unable to 
move. And on the ninth day, suffering 


* Compare with this Sonnet xl.,— 

“ Dagli occhi della mia donna si muove.” 

ft Foleo Portinari died December 81, 1289. 

f{ Compare with this passage Sonnet xlvi., 
which seems to have been written on this oc- 
casion:— 

“ Voi, donne, che pietoso atto mostrate,”’ 
and Sonnet xlvii..— 

“ Onde venite voi, cosi pensose ?”’ 
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greatly, he thought of his lady, and, re- 
flecting on the frailty of life even at its 
best, the thought struck him that even 
the most gentle Beatrice must at some 
time die. And upon this, such conster- 
nation seized him that his fancy began to 
wander, and, he says, “It seemed to me 
that I saw ladies, with hair dishevelled, 
and marvellously sad, pass weeping by, 
and that I saw the sun grow dark, so 
that the stars showed themselves of such 
a color as to make me deem they wept. 
And it appeared to me that the birds as 
they flew fell dead, and that there were 
great earthquakes. And struck with won- 
der at this fantasy, and greatly alarmed, 
I imagined that a friend came to me, 
who said, ‘Dost thou not know? Thy 
admirable lady has departed from this 
world.” Then I began to weep very 
piteously, and wept not only in imagina- 
tion, but with-my eyes shedding real tears. 
Then I imagined that I looked toward 
heaven, and it seemed to me that I saw a 
multitude of angels who were returning 
upwards, having before them a little cloud 
of exceeding whiteness. It seemed to 
me that these angels sang gloriously, and 
that the words of their song were these: 
‘Osanna in excelsis!’ — and other than 
these I did not hear.* 

“Then the heart in which abode such 
great love seemed to say to me, ‘ It is true 
that our lady lies dead.’ And thereupon 
I seemed to go to behold the body in 
which that most noble and blessed soul 
had been. And the erring fancy was so 
powerful that it showed to me this lady 
dead, and it appeared to me that ladies 
were covering her head with a white 
veil, and that her face had such an as- 
pect of humility that it seemed to say, ‘1 
behold the beginning of peace.’ ” 

Then Dante called upon Death to come 
to him; and when he had beheld in his 
imagination the sad mysteries which ave 
performed for the dead, he seemed to 


* In the Divina Commedia frequent reference 
is made to the singing of Osanna by the An- 
gels. See Purgat. xi. 11; xxix. 51; Par. vii. 
1; xxviii. 94,118; xxxii. 135; and especially 
viii. 28. 
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return to his own chamber. And so 
strong was his imagining, that, weeping, 
he said with his true voice, “O most 
beautiful soul! how is he blessed who 
beholds thee!” Upon this, a young and 
gentle lady, who was watching by his bed, 
thinking that he was grieving for his own 
pain, began to weep; whereon other la- 
dies who were in the chamber drew near 
and roused him from his dream. Then 
they asked him by what he had been 
troubled; and he told all that he had seen 
in fancy, keeping silence only with re- 
gard to the name of Beatrice ; and when, 
some time after, he recovered from his 
illness, he wrote a poem which related 
his vision. 

The next incident of his new life which 
Dante tells is one of a different nature, 
and of pleasant character. One day he 
saw Love coming to him full of joy; and 
his own heart became so joyful that it 
seemed to him it could not be his heart, 
so changed was its condition. Then he 
saw approaching him a lady of famous 
beauty, who had been the lady of his first 
friend. Her name was Giovanna, but 
on account of her beauty she was called 
Primavera, which means Spring. And 
with her was Beatrice. Then Love, af- 
ter they had passed, explained the hid- 
den meaning of the name Primavera, 
and said, that, by one considering sub- 
tilely, Beatrice would be called Love, on 
account of the great resemblance she 
bore to him. Then Dante, thinking over 
these things, wrote this sonnet to his 
friend, believing that he still admired the 
beauty of this gentle Primavera :— 

“ An amorous spirit in my heart who lay 
I felt awaken from his slumber there; 
And then I saw Love come from far away, 
But scarce I knew him for his joyous air. 
“¢ Honor to me,’ he said,‘ think now to pay,’ 
And all his words with smiles compan- 
ioned were. 
Then as my lord awhile with me did stay, 
Along the way whence he appeared 
whilere 
“ The Lady Joan and Lady Bice I see, 
Coming toward the place wherein I was; 
And the two marvels side by side did 
move. 
“Then, as my mind now tells it unto me, 
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Love said, ‘This one is Spring, and this, 
because 
She so resembleth me, is nnméd Love.’ ? * 


After this sonnet, Dante enters on a 
long and fanciful discourse on the use of 
figurative language, to explain how he 
speaks of Love as if it were not a mere 
notion of the intellect, but as if it had a 
corporeal existence. ‘There is much cu- 
rious matter in this dissertation, and it is 
one of the most striking examples that 
could be found of the youthful character 
of the literature at the time in which 
Dante was writing, and of the little famil- 
iarity which those in whose hands his 
book was likely to fall possessed of the 
common forms of poetry, and of the style 
of the ancient Latin poets. 

Returning from this digression, he says : 

“This most gentle lady, of whom there 
has been discourse in what precedes, 
ig the people, 
that when she passed along the way per- 
sons ran to see her, which gave me won- 
derfal delight. And when she was near 
any one, such modesty took possession of 
his heart, that he did not dare to raise 
his eyes or to return her salutation ; and 


reached such favor amor 


to this, should any one doubt it, many, 
as having experienced it, could bear wit- 
ness for me. She, crowned and clothed 
with humility, took her way, displaying 
no pride in that which she saw and heard. 
Many, when she had passed, said, ‘ This 
is not a woman; rather is she one of the 
most beautiful angels of heaven.” Others 
said, ‘She is a miracle. Blessed be the 
Lord who can perform such a marvel!’ 
I say that she showed herself so gentle 
and so full of all beauties, that those who 
looked on her felt within themselves a 
delight so pure and sweet that they could 
not smile; nor was there any who could 
look at her and not feel need at first to 
These and more wonderful things 
proceeded from her, marvellously and in 
reality. Wherefore I, thinking on all 
this, proposed to say some words, in which 
T would exhibit her marvellous and ex- 
cellent influences, to the end that not 


sigh. 


* See the charming Sonnet lii.:— 
“ Guido vorrei che tu, e Lappo, ed io.” 
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only those who might actually behold her, 
but also others, might know of her what- 
ever words could tell. Then I wrote this 
sonnet :— 


“ So gentle and so modest doth appear 
My lady when she giveth her salute, 
That every tongue becometh trembling 

mute, 
Nor do the eyes to look upon her dare. 

“ And though she hears her praises, she doth 

go 

Benignly clothéd with humility, 

And like a thing come down she seems 
to be 

From heaven to earth, a miracle to show. 

“ So pleaseth she whoever cometh nigh, 

She gives the heart a sweetness through 
the eves, 

Which none can understand who doth 
not prove. 

“ And from her lip there seems indeed to move 
A spirit sweet and in Loye’s very guise, 
Which goeth saying to the soul, ‘Ah, 

sigh!’ ' * 


* Perhaps the spirit of the latter part of 


The Philter. 
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With this incomparable sonnet we close 
that part of the “ Vita Nuova” which re- 
lates to the life of Beatrice. It fitly com- 
pletes the golden record of youth. Its 
tender lines are the epitaph of happy 
days, and in them is found that mingled 
sweetness and sadness which in this world 
are always the final expression of love. Its 
tone is that of the wind of autumn sigh- 
ing among the leaves of spring. Beneath 
its outward meaning lies a prophecy of 
joy,—but that joy is to be reached only 
through the gates of death. 


this sonnet may be better conveyed by ren- 
dering thus :— 


“So pleaseth she all those approaching nigh 
her, 


Which goeth saying to the soul, ‘ Aspire!’ 


Compare the very beautiful. Ballata vi. and 
Sonnet xlviii., beginning, 


“ Di donne io vidi una gentile schiera.” 


THE PHILTER. 


“A prauGur of water, maiden fair,” 


I said to the girl beside the well. 


Oh, sweet was the smile on her face of guile, 
As she gave me to drink,—that witch of hell! 


I drank, and sweet was the draught I drank, 

And thanked the giver, and still she smiled ; 
And her smile like a curse on my spirit sank, 

Till my face grew wan, and my heart grew wild. 


And lo! the light from the day was gone, 
And gone was maiden, and gone was well: 

The dark instead, like a wall of stone, ' 
And rivers that roared through the dark, and fell. 


Was it the draught, or was it the smile, 


Or my own false heart ? 


Ah, who shall tell ? 


But the black waves beat at my weary feet, 
And sits at my side the witch of hell. 
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DID: I? 
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Wueetrs rolled away in the distance ; 
the corner of a gray cloak fluttered where 
the’ drive turns down hill. From under 
the fore-wheel of Juggernaut I strugeled 
back to life with a great sob, that died 
before it sounded. I looked about the 
library for some staff to help me to my 
feet again. The porphyry vases were 
filled with gorgeous boughs, leaves of 
deep scarlet, speckled, flushed, gold- 
spotted, rimmed with green, dashed 
with orange, tawny and crimson, blood- 
sprinkled, faint clear amber; all hues 
and combinations of color rioted and 
revelled in the crowded clusters. To 
what hand but hers could so much 
beauty have gathered? to what eye but 
hers did the magnificent secrets of Na- 
ture reveal themselves, so that out of a 
whole forest her careless straying hand 
should bring only its culminating glories, 
its most perfect results, whether of leaf or 
flower or fruit. For in an urn of tint- 
less alabaster, that had lain centuries in 
the breathless dust and gloom of an 
Egyptian tomb, that hand had set a 
sheaf of gentians, every fringed cup 
blue as the wild river when a noon sky 
tints it, or as the vaulted azure of a June 
midnight on the edge of the Milky Way, 
—a sheaf no Ceres owned, no foodfull 
garner coveted, but the satiating aliment 
of beauty, fresh as if God that hour had 
pronounced them good, and set his sign- 
manual upon each delicate tremulous 
petal, that might have been sapphire, 
save for its wistful translucence. And 
on the teapoy in the window stood two 
dainty baskets of clean willow, in which 
we had that day brought home chestnuts 
from the wood;—mine was full of nuts, 
but they were small and angular and 
worm-eaten, as the fruitage of a wet sea- 
son might well be; hers scantily freight- 
ed, but every nut round, full, and glossy, 
perfect from its cruel husk, a specimen, 


**Giorno d’ orrore.” 


a type of its kind. And on the handle 
of the basket hung a little kid glove. I 
looked at it closely; the tiny finger-tops 
and oval nails had left light creases on 
the delicate leather, and an indescribable 
perfume, in which violet predominated, 
drove away the vile animal scent that 
pervades such gloves. I flung it on the 
fire. 

All about the room lay books that were 
not of my culling, from the oak cases, 
whose every door stood ajar,— novels 
innumerable, —“ The Arabian Nights,” 
Vaughan’s “Silex Scintillans,” with a 
searlet leaf laid in against “ Peace,” 
and “ Tennyson” turned on its face at 
“ Fatima,” a heayy volume of French 
moral philosophy, a Methodist hymn- 
book, Sir Thomas Browne's “ Hydrio- 
taphia,” and a gilded red-bound history 
of “ Five Little Pigs.” e 

T rang the bell, and ordered all the books 
to be gathered up and put into an old 
bookcase, long banished to a dark attic. 
I walked to the fire and leaned my head 
against the mantel. The embers were all 
dead; in the gray ashes was the print 
of a little foot, whose arched instep had 
left no trace between the light track of 
the small heel and the deeper impression 
that the slender toe had left. That foot- 
print told the secret of her airy motion, 
—that step so akin to flight, that on an 
overhanging mountain-ledge I had more 
than once held my breath, looking to 
see her extended wings float over the 
silent tree-tops below, or longed to grasp 
her carelessly trailed shawl, that I might 
detain her upon earth. To me the track 
had yet another language. An hour 
before, as I stood there beside her, the 
bitter passion of a man solitary and 
desperate shaking every faculty before 
the level rays of her scornful eye, she 
had set her embroidered slipper in the 
ashes, and said,—* Look ! I leave a print 
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there which the first breath of air shall 
dissipate; all fire becomes ashes, and 
ashes blow away,”’—and so left me. I 
stood before the fire, that had been, still 
looking at that foot-mark ; my brain was 
stunned and stupid, my heart beat slow 
aud loud; I knew nothing, I felt nothing, 
IT was nothing. Presently a bell rang. 
The world is full of magicians, trans- 
formations, magnetic miracles, jugeling, 
chemical astonishments, moral gymnas- 
tics, hypocrisies, lies of wonder,— but 
what is so stranve, so marvellous, so 
inexplicable, as the power of conven- 
tions? One minute found me tempting 
the blackness of darkness, every idea 
astray and recling, every emotion be- 
numbed; the next, a bell rang, and I 
went to the tea-table, sat in my own 
place, answered my mother’s questions, 
resumed the politenesses and habits of 
daily life, seemed to be myself to those 
who had known me always,—ate, drank, 
jested,— was a man,—no more the trod- 
den ashes under a girl's foot, no longer 
the sport of a girl’s cool eye, no slave, 
no writhing idolater under the car-wheel ; 
and this lasted—half an hour! You have 
seen the horses of Pharaoh following 
the glittering sand-track of the Judean 
host, walled in with curling beryl battle- 
ments, over whose crests the white sea- 
foam dares no more laugh and threat- 
en? You know those curved necks cloth- 
ed with ‘strength, the bent head whose 
nostrils flare with pride, the tossed and 
waving mane, the magnificent grace of 
the nervous shoulder, the great, intelli- 
gent, expectant eyes? Suddenly the roar 
of waves at the farther shore! Look at 
that head! strong and quiet no more; 
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terror erects the quivering ears; the nos- 
tril sinks and contracts with fear; the 
eye glares and glances from side to side, 
mad with prescient instinet; the corded 
veins that twist forkedly from the lip tfp- 
ward swell to the utmost tension of the 
fine skin; that sweeping mane 
rough undulations, the forelock is tossed 
back, the shoulder grows rigid with hor- 
ror, the chest rises with a long indrawn 
breath of dismay. Horrible beyond all 
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horrid sounds, the yell of a horse in mor- 
tal fear. Do you hear it? No,—it is 
a picture,—the picture of a moment /be- 
tween one animal that sees the impend- 
ing fate, and another that has not yet 
caught it;—it is human that such mo- 
ments interpose between two oceans of 
agony, that man can momentarily con- 
trol the rush of a sea which the brute 
must yield to—So the sea rushed back. 

All night long, all the long night !— 
long as lifetimes are, measured with slow- 
dropping arteries that drip away living 
blood. Once I watched by a dying wom- 
an; wild October rains poured without, 
but all unheard; in the dim-lit room, 
scented with quaint odors of lackered 
cases and chests of camphor-wood, heavy 
with perfumes that failed to revive, and 
hushed with whispers of hopeless com- 
ment, that delicate frame and angelic 
face, which the innumerable lines of age 
could only exalt and sweeten, shivered 
with the frosts of death; every breath 
was a sob; every sigh, anguish; the ter- 
rible restlessness of the struggle between 
soul and body in their parting writhed 
in every limb ;—but there were no words 
other than broken cries of prayer, only 
half-heard on earth, till at length the 
tender, wistful eyes unclosed, and in a 


hoarse whisper, plaintive beyond expres- 
sion, full of a desolate and immortal 
weariness, bearing a conyiction of eter- 
nity and exhaustion that words cannot 
hope to utter, she said, ‘* Will it never be 
morning?” And so this night stayed its 
pace; my room grew narrow and low; 
the ceiling pressed on my head ; the walls 
forever clasped me, yet receded ever as 
I paced the floor; the floor fell in strane 
wayes under me,—yet I walked steadily, 
up and down, up and down! Still the 
night stayed. Fever set its hurried puls- 
es fleeting like wild-fire through every 
vein; a band of hot iron pressed above 
my eyes;—but these were adjuncts; the 
eurse consumed me within. In every 
moment I heard those calm and fatal 
words, “I do not love you,” sounding 
clear and sweet through the dull leaden 
air of night,—an air full of ghostly 
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sounds, sighs about the casements, creak- 
ing stairs, taps at the window, light sounds 
of feet in the long hall below ; all falling 
heedless on my ear, for my ghost walked 
and talked with me, a ghastly reality, the 
galvanized corpse of a murdered life. 
Still the night stayed. A weight of lead 
pressed on my brain and concentrated it 
to frantic power; the months in which I 
had known her, the only months I could 
call life, came back to me inch by inch, 
grain by grain. I recalled our first meet- 
ing,—the sudden springing into acquaint- 
ance,—the sympathetic power that had 
transfused those cold blue eyes into depths 
of tenderness and pity,—the gay and gen- 
jal manner that aroused and charmed me, 
—the scornful lip that curled at the worid 
for its worldliness,—that fresh imagina- 
tion, which, like the spirit of frost, decked 
the commonest things with beauty; and I 
recalled those early letters that had pass- 
ed between us,—mine, insipid enough,— 
hers, piquant, graphic, refined, tender, del- 
ivately passionate, sparkling, full of lofiy 
thought and profound feeling. Good God! 
could she not have taken my heart, and 
wrung it, and thrown it away, under 
some more commonplace pretext than 
the profaned name of Friendship? Her 
friend! It is true I had called myself 
her friend; I had been strenuous in the 
nomenclature to quiet my own conscience, 
—to satisfy her conventional scruples ; 
but had she no instinet to interpret the 
pretence ? What friend ever lived on 
every look, studied every phrase, watched 
every action and expression, was so torn 
with jealousy and racked with doubt, bore 
so humbly with caprices, and forgave 
every offence so instantly and utterly,— 
nay, was scarce conscious that anything 
her soul entertained could be an offence, 
could be wrong? Friendship !—ah, that 
deity is calm and serene; that firm lip 
and pale cheek do not flush with ap- 
prehension or quiver with passion ; that 
tranquil eye does not shine with anything 
but quiet tears. Rather call the dusky 
and dark-haired Twilight, whose pensive 
face is limned against the western hills, 
by the name of that fierce and fervid 
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Noon that stands erect under the hot 
zenith, instinet with the red blood of a 
thousand summers, casting her glittering 
tresses abroad upon the south-wind, and 
holding in her hands the all-unfolded rose 
of life. And if I was only her friend, 
was that a reason why she should perimit 
in me the thousand intimacies of look and 
caress that are the novitiate of love ? 
Was it a friend’s calm duty to give me 
her tiny hand to hold in mine, that I might 
fold and untold the rosy fingers, and ex- 
plore the white dimples that were its or- 
namenting gems,—to rest her tired head 
against my shoulder, even —watching all 
day by the chair where pain, life-long 
ministrant, held me on the rack ?—was it 
ouly friendly that she should press her 
soft littke mouth to mine, and soothe me 
into quiet as a mother soothes her last, 
her dearest child? No! no! no! never 
could that be! She knew, she had known, 
that I loved her! Deliberate cruelty out- 
lined those lovely lips; every statue-like 
moulding of that proud face told the hard 
and unrelenting nature of the soul within. 
God forgive her !—the exclamation es- 
caped me unaware, and recoiled in a 
savage exultation that such treachery 
had no forgiveness in heaven or on earth, 
—one gleam of desperate satisfaction in 
that black night. But in its light, what 
new madness seized me? I had held 


her stainless and holy, intact of evil or 


deceit; what was she now? My whole 
brain reeled ; the foundations were taken 
away; earth and heaven met; even as 
when the West forges tempest and light- 
ning-bolts upon its melancholy hills, brood- 
ing and muttering hour by hour, till at 
length the livid gloom rushes upward 
against sun and stars, and the blackening 
sky shuts down upon the blackened earth, 
cowering at the shox k, and the torrents 
and flames are let loose upon their prey, 
—so an accumulated storm of unutter- 
able agony flung wave on wave above 
me, wrecked and alone. 

Still the night stayed; the black mass 
of forest that swept up the hill-side stood 
in mystical gloom, in silence that could 
be felt; when at once,—not suddenly ,— 
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as if the night could forbear no more, 
but must utter some chord with the cul- 
mination of midnight horrors, a bird ut- 
tered one sharp cry, desolate utterly, 
hopeless, concentred, as if a keen blade 
parted its heart and the outraged life 
within remonstrated and despaired,—de- 
spaired not of life, for still the note re- 
peated its monotone, but of death, of 
period to its pangs. That ery entered 
into my brain; it was unjust of Nature 
so to taunt me, so to express where I was 
speechless ; yet I could not shut it out. 
A pitiful chill of flesh and sense seized 
me; LI was cold—oh, how cold !—the 
fevered veins crept now in sluggish ice ; 
sharp thrills of shivering rigor racked me 
from head to foot; pain had dulled its 
own capacily ; wrapped in every cover- 
ing my room afforded, with blunted per- 
ceptions, and a dreadful consciousness of 
lost vitality, which, even when I longed 
to die, appalled me with the touch of 
death’s likeness, I sunk on the floor,— 
and it was morning! 

Morning !—* a day of darkness and of 
gloominess, a day of clouds and of thick 
darkness, as the morning spread upon the 
mountains!” A pale sun lit the earth, 
but earth and sky were black,—no sun 
touched me in heart or eye; I saw noth- 
ing, felt nothing, but heavy and impene- 
trable gloom. Yet again the ceremonies 
of life prevailed, and my real life slept 
undiscovered. Whatever pallor or shadow 
lined my face was no stranger there at 
that hour. The gray morning passed 
away ; the village on the hill sent down 
busy sounds of labor and cheer; flies 
buzzed on the sunny pane, doors clicked 
and slammed in the house, fires crackled 
behind the shining fire-dogs. I went to 
the library,—the first breath of air had— 
dissipated it! What a mockery! I went 
away,—out of the house,—on, anywhere. 
Dry leaves rustled in my path and sent 
up a faint aromatic breath as they were 
crushed in the undried dew; squirrels 
chattered in the wood; here and there a 
dropping nut stirred the silence with de- 
liberate fall, or an unseen grouse whirred 
through the birches at my approaching 
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step. The way was trodden and led 
me by gradual slope and native windings 
through the dull red oaks downward to 
the river. Once on the path, a low clus- 
ter of sweet fern attracted me ;—strange 
assertion of human personality, that in 
the deepest grief a man knows and no- 
tices the trivial features of Nature with 
microscopic fidelity !—that the veining of 
a leaf or the pencilling of a blossom will 
attract the eye that no majesty or beauty 
of unwonted manifestation could light 
with one appreciative spark! Is it that 
the injured and indignant soul so vindi- 
cates its own essential and divine strength, 
and says, unconsciously, to the most un- 
controlled anguish, “There is in me a 
life no mortal accident can invade; the 
breath of God is not altogether extinet in 
any blast of man’s devising; shake, tor- 
ture, assault the outer tenement,—darken 
its avenues with fire to stifle, and drench 
its approaches with seas to drown,—there 
is that within that God alone can van- 
quish,— yours is but a finite terror”? 
Half-crazed as I was, the fern-bed at- 
tracted me, as I said, and I flung myself 
wearily down on the leaves, whose heal- 
ing and soothing odor stole up like a cloud 
all about me; and I lay there in the 
sun, noting with pertinacious accuracy 
eyery leaf or bloom that was within the 
range of sight,—the dark green leaves of 
the wax-flower springing from their red 
stem, veined and threaded with creamy 
white, stiff and quaint in form and 
growth,—the bending sprays of golden- 
rod that bowed their light and_ brittle 
stems over me, swaying gently to and fro 
in the gentle wind,—the tiny scarlet cups 
of moss that held a little drop of dew 
brimming over their rims of fire, a spark 
in the ashy gray moss-beds where they 
stood,—the shrinking and wan wood- 
asters, branched out widely, but set with 
meagre bloom,—every hall-tint of the 
lichens, that seantily fed from the relent- 
less granite rock, yet clung to its stern 
face with fearless persistence,—the rough 
seams and velvet green moss-tufis of the 
oak-trunks,— the light that pierced the 
dingy hue of oak-leayes with vivid and 
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informing crimson: all these stamped 
themselves on my mind with inevitable 
minuteness; the great wheel of Fate 
rolled over me, and I bore the marks 
even of its ornamental rim; the grooves 
in its tire left traces of its track. 

At length the minuteness of Nature 
oppressed me. The thousand odors, spi- 
cy, acrid, aromatic, honeyed, that an au- 
tumnal dew expressed from every herb, 
through that sense that is the slave of 
association, recalled my youth, my boy- 
hood, the free and careless hours I knew 
no more, when, on just such mornings of 
hazy and splendid autumns, I had just 
so lain on the fern-beds, heedless of every 
beauty that haunted the woods, full of 
fresh life, rejoicing in dog and gun and 
rod as no man ever rejoices in title- 
deeds or stocks or hoarded gold. The 
reminiscence stung me to the quick; I 
could endure no more. Rising, I went on, 
and through the oak-wood came to the 
brink of the river, and in a vague weari- 
ness sat down upon the massive water- 
wall, and looked over into the dark brown 
stream. It was deep below me; a little 
above were clear shallows, where the wa- 
ter-spider pursued its toil of no result, 
and cast upon the yellow sand beneath a 
shadow that was not a shadow, but, re- 
fracted from the broken surface, spots of 
glittering light, clustered like the dia- 
monds of a brooch, separate, yet linked, 
and tremulously bright. This, also, did I 
note ; but below my feet the river flowed 
darker and more deeply, darkness and 
depth broken only by the glancing fins 
of little fishes, that slanted downward, 
catching a gleam as they went. No other 
light pierced the sullen, apprehensive flood 
that rolled past in tranquil gloom, leaden 
from the skies above, and without ripple 
or fall to break its glassy quiet. Beside 
the wall grew a witch-hazel ; in my vague 
grasp at outside objects I saw it, full of 
wrinkled and weird bloom, as if the gold- 
en fleece had strayed thereby, and caught 
upon the ungainly twigs of the scragged 
bush, and left glittering curled threads 
in flecked bunches scattered on every 
branch; the strange spell-sweet odor of 
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the flowers struck me before I saw them, 
and the whole expression of their growth 
affected me with helpless admiration, so 
brave as it was !—defying all Autumn to 
daunt the immortal Spring ever surviy- 
ing in its soul,—here, on October’s edge, 
putting out its freshness and perfume, as 
if seasons were an accident, and cireum- 
stance a chimera,—as if will, good-will, 
will to be of strength and cheer, were 
potent enough to laugh at Nature, and 
trust the God-given consciousness with- 
in, whatever adverse fate ruled and tri- 
umphed without. Not that all these ideas 
came to me then, else perhaps I had 
been spared that morning’s experience ; 
but they entered my brain as lightning is 
sometimes said to enter a tree and stamp 
some image from without upon its heart, 
thereafter to be revealed by the hewing 
axe and the persistent saw. No! Isat 
by the river and looked down into its 
dark serenity, and again the horror of the 
past day swept over me with fresh force. 
Could I live? The unswerving river 
lay before me ; in its bed nothing stirred; 
neither pang nor passion in those chill 
depths could utter a ery ; there she could 
not come; there was rest. I did not 
yield ; oh, no, I did not yield! TI resisted, 
—passively. Ilaid hold upon the eternal 
fact that there was a God; the blind and 
blank universe spun about me ; its pillars 
of support-wavered like waterspouts; all 
that I had ever believed or loved whirled 
up and down in one howling chaos, and 
circled through all space in clouds of 
dust and floating atoms; but through 
all I knew there was a God,—feel it I 
could not, neither did I see nor did one 
of Nature’s tongues spell me the lesson, 
—I only knew it. And I did not, no, I 
did not rush before Him; but I lay at 
the bottom of the river. 

T have heard it said that drowning per- 
sons recall, as by a sudden omniscience, 
all their past lives, as soon as the water 
closes above them and the first shock of 
horror is past. It was not so with me. 
I remembered nothing beyond the events 
of the past week; but, by some strange 
action of the mind, as soon as the gasp- 
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ing sense of an unnatural element passed 
away, my thoughts went forward. 1 be- 
came, as it were, another man; and above 
me on the bank I saw calmly the stone 
where my living double had left his erip- 
ple’s eane, and thought to myself for one 
sharp moment, “ Fool!”—for I looked 
forward. If I had not drowned,—that 
was the key-note of the theme. Some- 
thing that was me and was not me rose 
up from the water-wall and went away, 
—a man racked and broken by a great 
sorrow, it is true, but a man conscious of 
God. Life had turned its darkest page 
for him, but there was the impassable fact 
that it was the darkest ; no further depths 
remained to dread ; the worst had come, 
and he looked it in the face and studied 
it; suffer he might, but with full knowl 
edee of every agony. Life had been 
wrecked, but living remained. Calmly 
he took up the cripple’s cane and went 
home; the birds sang no song,—after 
tempests they do not sing until the sun 
shines, —neither did the blossoms give 
him any greeting. Nature wastes no 
trivialities on such grief; the mother, 
whose child comes in to her broken- 
limbed and wounded, does not give it 
sugar-plums and kisses, but waits in si- 
lence till the surgeon has done his kind- 
ly and appalling office —then, it may be, 
she sings her boy to sleep ! 

But this man took up life again and 
conquered it. Home grew about him 
into serenity and cheer; as from the 
roots of a felled tree a thousand verdant 
offshoots spring, tiny in stature, but fresh 
and vivid in foliage, so out of this be- 
headed love arose a crowd of sweet af- 
fections and tender services that made 
the fraternity of man seem possible, and 
illustrated the pervasive care of God. 
IIe went out into life, and from a 
heart wrung with all man can endure, 
and a brain tested in the fire, spoke 
burning and fluent words of strength and 
consolation to hundreds who, like him, 
had suffered, but were sinking under 
what he had borne. And these words 
carried in them a reviving virtue. Men 
blessed him silently, and women sang 
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him in their hearts as they sing hymns of 
prayer. Honors clustered about him as 
mosses to a rock; Fame relented, and 
gave him an aureole in place of a crown; 
and Love, late, but sweeter than sweet, 
like the last sun-ripened fruit of autumn, 
made honors and fame alike endurable. 
This man conquered, and triumphed in 
the victory. 

T held out my hand in that water and 
touched—a skeleton! What! had any 
other man preceded me? I looked at 
it; if was the water-washed frame of a 
horse,—brutes together! And death was 
at hand; the grasp tightened on my 
breast with that acrid sense of weight and 
suffoeation that the redundant blood suf 
fusing the lungs must needs produce. 
“The soul of the brute gocth downward.” 
Coward! what might not life have been? 
and I had ‘lost it!—lost it for the sting 
of a honey-bee !—for the contempt of a 
woman! Every magnificent possibility, 
every immortal power, every hope of a, 
future, tantalizing in its grand mystery, 
all Jost! What if that sweeping star- 
seraph that men call a comet, speeding 
through heaven in its lonely splendor, 
with nitent head, and pinions trailing 
with the very swiftness and strength of 
its onward flight, should shudder from its 
orbit, fling into star-strewn space its calm 
and awful glory, and go crashing down 
into the fury and blackness of chaos, car- 
rying with it wrecks of horror, and the 
yelling fragments of spheres no longer 
choral, but smitten with the lawless stroke 
of a creature regardless of its Creator, 
an orb that made its solitary fate, and 
carried across the order and the law of 
God ruin and wreck embodied ? 

And I had a soul ;—T had flung it away ; 
T had set my will up for my destiny, and 
the one had worked out the other. But 
had 1? When that devilish suggestion 
came to me on the bank, did I entertain 
it? Have I not said how I grasped at 
the great idea of a God, and held it with 
a death-gripe in the midst of assault? 
How did I come in the water? I did 
not plunge nor fall. No shock of horror 
chilled me ; no remembrance of a volun- 
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tary assent to the Tempter could I recall. 
I was there, it was true; but was I guilty ? 
Did I, in the eyes of any watching angel, 
consciously cast my life, brittle and blind 
as it was, away in that fashion ? In the 
water, helpless now for any effort after 
upper air, side by side with the fleshless 
anatomy of a brute, over-sailed by gray 
fishes with speckled sides, whose broad, 
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unwinking eyes glared at me with mad- 
dening shine and stare,—oppressed, and 
almost struggling, yet all unable to achieve 
the struggle with the curdling blood that 
gorged every vein and air-cell with the 


hurried rush of death,—did I go out of 


this life red with the sin of murder ? 
Did I commit suicide ? 
Who knows ? 


WOOING. 


[ Continued. ] 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE DOCTOR. 


Tr is seldom that man and woman come 
xogether in intimate association, unless in- 
fiuences are at work more subtile and mys- 
terious than the subjects of them dream. 
Even in cases where the strongest ruling 
force of the two sexes seems out of the 
question, there is still something peculiar 
and insidious in their relationship. A 
fatherly old gentleman, who undertakes 
the care of a sprightly young girl, finds, 
to his astonishment, that little Miss spins 
all sorts of cobwebs round him. Grave 
professors and teachers cannot give les- 
sons to their female pupils just as they 
give them to the coarser sex, and more 
than once has the fable of “ Cadenus and 
Vanessa” been acted over by the most 
unlikely performers. 

The Doctor was a philosopher, a met- 
aphysician, a philanthropist, and in the 
highest and most earnest sense a minis- 
ter of good on earth. The New England 
clergy had no sentimental affectation of 
sanctity that segregated them from whole- 
some human relations; and consequently 
our good Doctor had always resolved, in 
a grave and thoughtful spirit, at a suitable 
time in his worldly affairs, to choose unto 
himself a helpmeet. Love, as treated of 
in romances, he held to be a foolish and 
profane matter, unworthy the attention of 


a serious and reasonable creature. All 
the language of poetry on this subject was 
to him an unknown tongue. Ife contem- 
plated the entrance on married life some- 
what in this wise:—That at a time and 
place suiting, he should look out unto him- 
self a woman of a pleasant countenance 
and of good repute, a zealous, earnest 
Christian, and well skilled in the items of 
household management, whom accosting 
as a stranger and pilgrim to a better life, 
he should loyally and lovingly entreat, as 
Tsaac did Rebekah, to come under the 
shadow of his tent and be a helpmeet un- 
to him in what yet remained of this mor- 
tal journey. But straitened circumstances, 
and the unsettled times of the Revolution, 
in which he had taken an earnest and 
zealous part, had delayed to a late bach- 
elorhood the fulfilment of this resolution. 

When once received under the shadow 
of Mrs. Scudder’s roof, and within the 
provident sphere of her unfailing house- 
keeping, all material necessity for an im- 
mediate choice was taken away; for he 
was exactly in that situation dearest to 
every scholarly and thoughtful man, in 
which all that pertained to the outward 
life appeared to rise under his hand at 
the moment he wished for it without his 
knowing how or why. 

He was not at the head of a prosper- 
ous church and society, rich and well-to- 
do in the world,—but, as the pioneer lead- 
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er of a new theology, in a country where 
theology was the all-absorbing interest, 
he had to breast the reaction that ever at- 
tends the advent of new ideas. His pul- 
pit talents, too, were unattractive. His 
early training had been all logical, not 
in the least wsthetic ; for, like the minis- 
try of his country generally, he had been 
trained always to think more of what he 
should say than of how he should say it. 
Consequently, his style, though not with- 
out a certain massive greatness, which al- 
ways comes from largeness of nature, had 
none of those attractions by which the 
common masses are beguiled into think- 
ing. He gave only the results of thought, 
not its incipient processes; and the con- 
sequence was, that few could follow him. 
In like manner, his religious teachings 
were characterized by an ideality so high 
as quite to discourage ordinary virtue. 
There is a ladder to heaven, whose 
base God has placed in human affec- 
tions, tender instincts, symbolic feelings, 
sacraments of love, through which the 
soul rises higher and higher, refining as 
she goes, till she outgrows the human, 
and changes, as she rises, into the image 
of the divine. At the very top of this 
ladder, at the threshold of paradise, blaz- 
es dazzling and crystalline that celestial 
grade where the soul knows self no more, 
having learned, through a long experience 
of devotion, how blest it is to lose herself 
in that eternal Loye and Beauty of which 
all earthly fairness and grandeur are but 
the dim type, the distant shadow. This 
highest step, this saintly elevation, which 
but few selectest spirits ever on earth at- 
tain, to raise the soul to which the Eter- 
nal Father organized every relation of 
human existence and strung every chord 
of human love, for which this world is 
one long discipline, for which the soul's 
human education is constantly varied, for 
which it is now torn by sorrow, now flood- 
ed by joy, to which all its multiplied pow- 
ers tend with upward hands of dumb and 
ignorant aspiration,—this Ultima Thule of 
virtue had been seized upon by our sage 
as the all of religion. He knocked out 
every round of the ladder but the highest, 
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and then, pointing to its hopeless splen- 
dor, said to the world, “Go up thither 
and be saved !” 

Short of that absolute self-abnegation, 
that unconditional surrender to the Infi- 
nite, there was nothing meritorious,—be- 
cause, if that were commanded, every mo- 
ment of refusal was rebellion. Every 
prayer, not based on such consecration, 
he held to be an insult to the Divine 
Majesty ;—the reading of the Word, the 
conscientious conduet of life, the per- 
formance of the duties of man to man, 
being, without this, the deeds of a crea- 
ture in conscious rebellion to its Eternal 
Sovereign, were all vitiated and made 
yoid. Nothing was to be preached to the 
sinner, but his ability and obligation to 
rise immediately to this height. 

It is not wonderful that teaching of this 
sort should seem to many unendurable, 
and that the multitude should desert the 
preacher with the cry, “ This is an hard 
saying; who can hear it?” The young 
and gay were wearied by the dryness of 
metaphysical discussions which to them 
were as unintelligible as a statement of 
the last results of the mathematician to 
the child commencing the multiplication- 
table. There remained around him only 
a select circle, —shrewd, hard thinkers, 
who delighted in metaphysical subtilties, 
—deep-hearted, devoted natures, who 
sympathized with the unworldly purity 
of his life, his active philanthropy and 
untiring benevolence,—courageous men, 
who admired his independence of thought 
and freedom in breasting received opin- 
ion,—and those unperceiving, dull, good 
people who are content to go to church 
anywhere as convenience and circum- 
stance may drift them,—people who serve, 
among the keen feeling and thinking por- 
tion of the world, much the same pur- 
pose as adipose matter in the human sys- 
tem, as a soft cushion between the nerves 
of feeling and the muscles of activity. 

There was something affecting in the 
pertinacity with which the good Doctor 
persevered in saying his say to his dis- 
couraging minority of hearers. His sal- 
ary was small ; his meeting-house, dam- 


1859.] 


aged during the Revolutionary struggle, 
was dilapidated and forlorn,—fireless in 
winter, and in summer admitting a flood 
of sun and dust through those great win- 
dows which formed so principal a feature 
in those first efforts of Puritan architecture. 

Still, grand in his humility, he preached 
on,—and as a soldier never asks why, 
but stands at apparently the most useless 
post, so he went on from Sunday to Sun- 
day, comforting himself with the reflee- 
tion that no one could think more mean- 
ly of his ministrations than he did himself. 
“Tam like Moses only in not being elo- 
quent,” he said, in his simplicity. “ My 
preaching is barren and dull, my voice 
is hard and harsh; but then the Lord is 
a Sovereign, and may work through me. 
He fed Elijah once through a raven, and 
he may feed some poor wandering soul 
through me.” 

The only mistake made by the good. 
man was thaé of supposing that whe eiab- 
oration of theology was preaching the 
gospel. The gospel he was preaching 
constantly, by his pure, unworldly living, 
by his visitations to homes of poverty and 
sorrow, by his-searching out of the low- 
ly African slaves, his teaching of those 
whom no one else in those days had 

_ thought of teaching, and by the grand 
humanity, outrunning his age, in which 
he protested against the then admitted 
system of slavery and the slave-trade. 
But when, rising in the pulpit, he followed 
trains of thought suited only to the desk 
of the theological lecture-room, he did it 
blindly, following that law of self-devel- 
opment by which minds of a certain 
amount of fervor must utter what is in 
them, whether men will hear or whether 
they will forbear. 

But the place where our Doctor was 
happiest was his study. There he ex- 
plored, and wandered, and read, and 
thought, and lived a life as wholly ideal 
and intellectual as heart could conceive. 

And could Love enter a reverend doc- 
tor’s study, and find his way into a heart 
empty and swept of all those shreds of 
poetry and romance in which he usually 
finds the material of his incantations ? 
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Even so;—but he came so thoughtfully, so 
reverently, with so wise and cautious a 
footfall, that. the good Doctor never even 
raised his spectacles to see who was there. 
The first that he knew, poor man, he was 
breathing an air of strange and subtile 
sweetness,—from what paradise he never 
stopped his studies to inquire. He was 
like a great, rugged elm, with all its 
lacings and archings of boughs and twigs, 
which has stood cold and frozen against 
the metallic blue of winter sky, forgetful 
of leaves, and patient in its bareness, 
calmly content in its naked streneth and 
crystalline definiteness of outline. But 
in April there is a rising and stirring 
within the grand old monster,—a whisper- 
ing of knotted buds, a mounting of sap 
coursing ethereally from bough to bough 
with a warm and gentle life; and though 
the old elm knows it not, a new creation 
isat hand. Just so, ever since the good 
man had lived at Mrs. Seudder’s, and had 
the gentle Mary for his catechumen, a 
richer life seemed to haye colored his 
thoughts,—his mind seemed to work with 
a pleasure as never before. 

Whoever looked on the forehead of 
the good Doctor must have seen the 
squareness of ideality giving marked ef 
fect to its outline. As yet ideality had 
dealt only with the intellectual and in- 
visible, leading to subtile refinements of 
argument and exalted ideas of morals. 
But there was lying in him, crude and 
unworked, a whole mine of those artis- 
tic feelings and perceptions which are 
awakened and developed only by the 
touch of beauty. Had he been born be- 
neath the shadow of the great Duomo of 
Florence, where Giotto’s Campanile rises 
like the slender stalk of a celestial lily, 
where varied marbles and rainbow-glass 
and gorgeous paintings and lofty statuary 
call forth, even from childhood, the soul’s 
reminiscences of the bygone glories of its 
pristine state, his would have been a soul 
as rounded and full in its sphere of facul- 
ties as that of Da Vinci or Michel Angelo. 
But of all that he was as ignorant as a 
child ; and the first revelation of his dor- 
mant nature was to come to him through 
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the face of woman, —that work of the 
Mighty Master which is to be found in 
all lands and ages. 

What makes the love of a great mind 
something fearful in its inception is that 
it is often the unsealing of a hitherto un- 
developed portion of a large and power- 
ful being; the woman may or may not 
seem to other eyes adequate to the effect 
produced, but the man cannot forget her, 
because with her eame a change which 
makes him forever a different being. So 
it was with our friend. .A woman it was 
that was destined to awaken in him all 
that consciousness which music, painting, 
poetry awaken in’more evenly developed 
minds; and it is the silent breathing of 
her creative presence that is even now 
creating him anew, while as yet he knows 
it not. 

He never thought, this good old soul, 
whether Mary were beautifil or not; he 
never even knew that he looked at her; 
nor did he know why it was that the 
truths of his theology, when uttered by 
her tongue, had such a wondrous beauty 
as he never felt before. He did not 
know why it was, that, when she silently 
sat by him, copying tangled manuscript 
for the press, as she sometimes did, his 
whole study seemed so full of some divine 
influence, as if, like St. Dorothea, she had 
worn in her bosom, invisibly, the celestial 
roses of paradise. Ife recorded honestly 
in his diary what marvellous freshness of 
spirit the Lord had given him, and how 
he seemed to be uplified in his commun- 
ings with heaven, without once thinking 
from the robes of what angel this sweet- 
ness had exhaled. 

On Sundays, when he saw good Mrs. 
Jones asleep, and Simon Brown’s hard, 
sharp eyes, and Deacon Twitchel mourn- 
fully rocking to and fro, and his wife hand- 
ing fennel to keep the children awake, 
his eye glanced across to the front gal- 
lery, where one earnest young face, ever 
kindling with feeling and bright with in- 
tellect, followed on his way, and he felt up- 
lifted and comforted. On Sunday morn- 
ings, when Mary came out of her little 
room, in clean white dress, with her sing- 


The Minister's Wooing. 


[ February, 


ing-book and psalm-book in her hands, 
her deep eyes solemm from recent pray- 
er, he thought of that fair and mystical 


> bride, the Lamb’s wife, whose union with 


her Divine Redeemer in a future millen- 
nial age was a frequent and favorite sub- 
ject of his musings; yet he knew not that 
this celestial bride, clothed in fine linen, 
clean and white, veiled in humility and 
meekness, bore in his mind those earthly 
features. No, he never had dreamed of 
that! But only after she had passed by, 
that mystical vision seemed to him more 
radiant, more easy to be conceived. 

It is said, that, if a grape-vine be 
planted in the neighborhood of a well, 
its roots, running silently underground, 
wreathe themselves in a net-work around 
the cold, clear waters, and the vine’s put- 
ting on outward greenness and unwonted 
clusters and fruit is all that tells where 
every root and fibre of its being has been 
silently stealing. So those loves are most 
fatal, most absorbing, in which, with un- 
heeded quietness, every thought and fibre 
of our life twines gradually around some 
human soul, to us the unsuspected well- 
spring of our being. Fearful it is, be- 
cause so often the vine must be uprooted, 
and all its fibres wrenched away ; but 
till the hour of discovery comes, how is 
it transfigured by a new and beautiful 
life! 

There is nothing in life more beautiful 
than that trancelike quiet dawn which 
precedes the rising of love in the soul. 
When the whole being is pervaded im- 
perceptibly and tranquilly by another be- 
ing, and we are happy, we know not and 
ask not why, the soul is then receiving 
all and asking nothing. Ata later day 
she becomes self-conscious, and then come 
craving exactions, endless questions,—the 
whole world of the material comes in with 
its hard counsels and consultations, and 
the beautiful trance fades forever. 

Of course, all this is not so to you, 
my good friends, who read it without. the 
most distant idea what it can mean; but 
there are people in the world to whom it 
has meant and will mean much, and who 
will see in the present happiness of our 
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respectable friend something even omi- 
nous and sorrowful. 

It had not escaped the keen eye of the 
mother how quickly and innocently the 
good Doctor was absorbed by her daugh- 
ter, and thereupon had come long trains 
of practical reflections. 

The Doetor, though not popular indeed 
as a preacher, was a noted man in his 
age. Her deceased husband had re- 
garded him with something of the same 
veneration which might have been ac- 
corded to a divine messenger, and Mrs. 
Seudder had received and kept this 
veneration as a precious legacy. Then, 
although not handsome, the Doctor had 
decidedly a grand and imposing appear- 
ance. There was nothing common or 
insignificant about him. Indeed, it had 
been said, that, when, just after the dec- 
laration of peace, he walked through the 
town in the commemorative procession 
side by side with General Washington, 
the minister, in the majesty of his gown, 
bands, cocked hat, and full flowing wig, 
was thought by many to be the more ma- 
jestic and personable figure of the two. 

In those days, the minister united in 
himself all those ideas of superior posi- 
tion and cultivation with which the theo- 
cratic system of the New England com- 
munity had invested him. Mrs. Seud- 
der’s notions of social rank could reach 
no higher than to place her daughter on 
the throne of such preéminence. 

Her Mary, she pondered, was no com- 
mon girl. In those days, it was a rare 
thing for young persons to devote them- 
selves to religion or make any professions 
of devout life. The church, or that body 
of people who professed to have passed 
through a divine regeneration, was al- 
most entirely confined to middle-aged 
and elderly people, and it was looked 
upon as a singular and unwonted call of 
divine grace when young persons came 
forward to attach themselves to it. When 
Mary, therefore, at quite an early age, 
in all the bloom of her youthful beauty, 
arose, according to the simple and im- 
pressive New England rite, to consecrate 
herself publicly to a religious life, and 


The Minister's Wooing. 


223 


to join the company of professing Chris- 
tians, she was regarded with a species of 
deference amounting even to awe. Tad 
it not been for the childlike, unconscious 
simplicity of her’ manners, the young 
people of her age would have shrunk 
away from her, as from one entirely out 
of their line of thought and feeling; but 
a certain natural and innocent playful- 
ness and amiable self-forgettulness made 
her a general favorite. 

Nevertheless, Mrs. Scudder knew no 
young man whom she deemed worthy to 
have and hold a heart which she prized 
so highly. As to James, he stood at 
double disadvantage, because, as her cous- 
in’s son, he had grown up from child- 
hood under her eye, and all those sins 
and iniquities into which gay and adven- 
turous youngsters will be falling had come 
to her knowledge. She felt kindly to the 
youth; she wished him well; but as to 
giving him her Mary!—the very suge¢es- 
tion made her dislike him. She was 
quite sure he must have tried to beguile 
her,—he must have tampered with her 
feelings, to arouse in her pure and well- 
ordered mind so much emotion and deyo- 
tedness as she had witnessed. 

How encouraging a Providence, then, 
was it that he was gone to sea for three 
years! — how fortunate that Mary had 
been prevented in any way from com- 
mitting herself with him !—how encourag- 
ing that the only man in those parts, in 
the least fitted to appreciate her, seemed 
so greatly pleased and absorbed in her so- 
ciety !—how easily might Mary’s dutiful 
reverence be changed to a warmer sen- 
timent, when she should find that so 
great a man could descend from his lofty 
thoughts to think of her! 

In fact, before Mrs. Scudder had gone 
to sleep the first night after James's de- 
parture, she had settled upon the house 
where the minister and his young wife 
were to live, had reviewed the window- 
curtains and bed-quilts for each room, 
and glanced complacently at an improv- 
ed receipt for wedding-cake which might 
be brought out to glorify a certain occa- 
sion! 
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THE FRIENDS AND RELATIONS OF 
JAMES. 


Mr. Zeneper MAarvyy, the father of 
James, was the sample of an individual- 
ity so purely the result of New England 
society and education, that he must be 
embodied in our story as a representative 
man of the times. 

He owned a large farm in the imme- 
diate vicinity of Newport, which he work- 
ed with his own hands and kept under the 
most careful cultivation. He was a man 
past the middle of life, with a white head, 
a keen blue eye, and a face graven deep- 
ly with the lines of energy and thought. 
His was one of those clearly-cut minds 
which New England forms among her 
farmers, as she forms quartz crystals in 
her mountains, by a sort of gradual influ- 
ence flowing through every pore of her 
soll and system. 

His education, properly so called, had 
been merely that of those common schools 
and academies with which the States are 
thickly sown, and which are the springs 
of so much intellectual activity. Tere 
he had learned to think and to inquire, 
—a process which had not ceased with 
his school-days. Though toiling daily 
with his sons and hired man in all the 
minutie of a farmer's life, he kept an 
observant eye on the ficld of literature, 
and there was not a new publication 
heard of that he did not immediately 
find means to add it to his yearly increas- 
ing stock of books. In particular was he 
a well-read and careful theologian, and 
all the controversial tracts, sermons, and 
books, with which then, as ever since, 
New England has abounded, not only 
lay on his shelves, but had his pencilled 
annotations, queries, and comments thick- 
ly scattered along their margins. There 
was scarce an ollice of publie trust which 
had not at one time or another been filled 
by him. Te was deacon of the church, 
chairman of the school-committee, justice 
of the peace, had been twice representa- 
tive in the State legislature, and was in 
permanence a sort of adviser-general in 
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all cases between neighbor and neighbor. 
Among other acquisitions, he had gained 
some knowledge of the general forms of 
law, and his advice was often asked in 
preference to that of the regular practi- 
tioners. 

HIlis dwelling was one of those large, 
square, white, green-blinded mansions, 
cool, clean, and roomy, wherein the re- 
spectability of New England in those 
days rejoiced. The windows were shaded 
by clumps of lilacs; the deep yard with 
its white fence inclosed a sweep of clean, 
short grass, and a few fruit-trees. Oppo- 
site the house was a small blacksmith’s- 
shed, which, of a wet day, was sparkling 
and lively with bellows and ringing forge, 
while Mr. Zebedee and his sons were 
hammering and pounding and putting in 
order anything that was out of the way 
in farming-tools or estabhshments. Not 
unfrequently the latest scientific work or 
the last tractate of theology lay open by 
his side, the contents of which would be 
discussed with a neighbor or two as they 
entered; for, to say the truth, many a 
neighbor, less forehanded and thrifty, felt 
the benefit of this arrangement of Mr. 
Zebedee, and would drop in to see if he 
“ wouldn't just tighten that rivet,” or “kind 
o’ ease out that ’ere brace,” or “let a feller 
have a turn with his bellows, or a stroke 
or two on his anvil,”—to all which the 
good man consented with a graye oblig- 
ingness. The fact was, that, as nothing 
in the establishment of Mr. Marvyn was 
often broken or lost or out of place, he 
had frequent applications to lend to those 
less fortunate persons, always to be found, 
who supply their own lack of consider- 
ateness from the abundance of their 
neighbors. 

IIe who is known always to be in 
hand, and always obliging, in a neigh- 
borhood, stands the chance sometimes of 
having nothing for himself. Myr. Zebe- 
dee reflected quietly on this subject, tak- 
ing it, as he did all others, into grave and 
orderly consideration, and finally provid- 
ed a complete set of tools, which he kept 
for the purpose of lending; and when 
any of these were lent, he told the next 
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applicant quietly, that the axe or the 
hoe was already out, and thus he recon- 
ciled the Scripture which commanded 
him to “do good and lend” with that 
law of order which was written in his 
nature. 

Early in life Mr. Marvyn had married 
ane of the handsomest girls of his aequaint- 
ance, who had brought him a thriving 
and healthy family of children, of whom 
James was the youngest. Mrs. Marvyn 
was, at this time, a tall, sad-eyed, gentle- 
mannered woman, thoughtful, earnest, 
deep-natured, though sparing in the mat- 
ter of words. In all her household ar- 
rangements, she had the same thrift and 
order which characterized her husband ; 
but hers was a mind of a finer and 
higher stamp than his. 

In her bed-room, near by her work- 
basket, stood a table covered with books, 
—and so systematic were her household 
arrangements, that she never any day 
missed her regular hours for reading. 
One who should have looked over this 
table would have seen there how eager 
and hungry a mind was hid behind the 
silent eyes of this quiet woman. History, 
biography, mathematics, volumes of’ the 
encyclopedia, poetry, novels, all alike 
found their time and place there,—and 
while she pursued her household labors, 
the busy, active soul within travelled cy- 
cles and cycles of thought, few of which 
ever found expression in words. What 
might be that marvellous music of the 
Miserere, of which she read, that it con- 
vulsed crowds and drew groans and tears 
from the most obdurate ? What might 
be those wondrous pictures of Raphael 
and Leonardo da Vinci? What would 
it be to see the Apollo, the Venus ? 
What was the charm that enchanted 
the old marbles;—charm untold and in- 
conceivable to one who had never seen 
even the slightest approach to a work 
of art? Then those glaciers of Switzer- 
land, that grand, unapproachable mix- 
ture of beauty and sublimity in her moun- 
tains !—what would it be to one who 
could see it? Then what were all those 
harmonies of which she read,—masses, 
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fugues, symphonies ? Oh, could she once 
hear the Miserere of Mozart, just to 
know what music was like! And the 
cathedrals, what were they ? How won- 
derful they must be, with their forests of 
arches, many-colored as autumn-woods 
with painted glass, and the chants and 
anthems rolling down their long aisles! 
On all these things she pondered quietly, 
as she sat often on Sundays in the old 
staring, rattle-windowed meeting-house, 
and looked at the uncouth old pulpit, 
and heard the choir faw-sol-la-ing or sing- 
ing fuguing tunes; but of all this she said 
nothing. 

Sometimes, for days, her thoughts 
would turn from these subjects and be 
absorbed in mathematical or metaphys- 
ical studies. “IT have been following 
that treatise on Optics for a week, and 
never understood it till to-day,” she once 
said to her husband. “I have found now 
that there as been a mistake in drawing 
the diagrams. I have corrected it, and 
now the demonstration is complete. — 
Dinah, take care, that wood is hickory, 
and it takes only seven sticks of that, size 
to heat the oven.” 

It is not to be suppésed that a woman 
of this sort was an inattentive listener 
to preaching so stimulating to the intel- 
lect as that of Dr. H. No pair of eyes 
followed the web of his reasonings with 
a keener and more anxious watchfiulness 
than those sad, deep-set, hazel ones; and 
as she was drawn along the train of its 
ineyitable logic, a close observer might 
have seen how the shadows deepened 
over them. For, while others listened 
for the clearness of the thought, for the 
acuteness of the argument, she listened 
as a soul wide, fine-strung, acute, re- 
pressed, whose every fibre is a nerve, 
listens to the problem of its own des- 
tiny,—listened as the mother of a family 
listens, to know what were the possibili- 
ties, the probabilities, of this mys’ erious 
existence of ours to herself and those 
dearer to her than herself. 

The consequence of all her listening 
was a history of deep inward sadness. 
That exultant joy, or that entire sub- 
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mission, with which others seemed to view 
the scheme of the universe, as thus un- 
folded, did not visit her mind. Every- 
thing to her seemed shrouded in gloom 
and mystery ; and that darkness she re- 
ceived as a token of unregeneracy, as 
a sign that she was one of those who 
are destined, by a mysterious decree, 
never to receive the light of the glorious 
gospel of Christ. Henee, while her hus- 
band was a deacon of the church, she, 
for years, had sat in her pew while the 
sacramental elements were distributed, 
a mournful spectator. Punetilious in 
every duty, exact, reverential, she still 
regarded herself as a child of wrath, an 
enemy to God, and an heir of perdition ; 
nor could she see any hope of remedy, 
except in the sovereign, mysterious de- 
cree of an Infinite and Unknown Power, 
a mercy for which she waited with the 
sickness of hope deferred. 

Ter children had grown up successive- 
ly around her, intelligent and exemplary. 
Her eldest son was mathematical profes- 
sor in one of the leading colleges of New 
England. Her second son, who jointly 
with his father superintended the farm, 
was aman of wide literary culture and of 
fine mathematical genius; and not unfire- 
quently, on winter evenings, the son, fa- 
ther, and mother worked together, by their 
kitchen fireside, over the calculations for 
the almanae for the ensuing year, which 
the son had been appointed to edit. 

Everything in the family arrange- 
ments was marked by a sober precis- 
ion, a grave and quict  self-possession. 
There was little demonstrativeness of 
affection between parents and children, 
brothers and sisters, though great mutual 
affection and confidence. It was not pride, 
nor sternness, but a sort of habitual 
shamefacedness, that kept far back in 
each soul those feelings which are the 
most beautiful in their outeome ; but 
after a while, the habit became so fixed 
a nature, that a caressing or affectionate 
expression could not have passed the lips 
of one to another without a painful awk- 
wardness. Love was understood, once 
for all, to be the basis on which their life 


The Minister’s Wooing. 


[February, 


was built. Once for all, they loved each 
other, and after that, the less said, the 
better. It had cost the woman’s heart 
of Mrs. Marvyn some pangs, in the ear- 
lier part of her wedlock, to aecept of 
this once for all, in place of those daily 
outgushings which every woman desires 
should be like God's loving-kindnesses, 
“new every morning ”; but hers, too, was 
a nature strongly inclining inward, and, 
after a few tremulous movements, the 
needle of her soul settled, and her life- 
lot was accepted,—not as what she would 
like or could conceive, but as a reason- 
able and good one. Life was a picture 
painted in low, cool tones, but in perfect 
keeping ; and though another and bright- 
er style might have pleased better, she 
did not quarrel with this. 

Into this steady, decorous, highly-re- 
spectable circle the youngest child, James, 
made a formidable irruption. One some- 
times sees launched into a family-circle 
a child of so different a nature from all 
the rest, that it might seem as if, like 
an aérolite, he had fallen out of another 
sphere. All the other babies of the Mar- 
vyn family had been of that orderly, con- 
tented sort who sleep till it is convenient 
to take them up, and while awake suck 
their thumbs contentedly and look up 
with large, round eyes at the ceiling 
when it is not convenient for their elders 
and betters that they should do anything 
else. In farther advanced childhood, 
they had been quiet and decorous chil- 
dren, who could be all dressed and set up 
in chairs, like so many dolls, of a Sunday 
morning, patiently awaiting the stroke of 
the church-bell to be carried out and put 
into the wagon which took them over the 
two-miles’ road to church. Possessed of 
such tranquil, orderly, and exemplary 
young offshoots, Mrs. Marvyn had been 
considered eminent for her “ faculty” in 
bringing up children. 

But James was destined to put “ facul- 
ty,” and every other talent which his 
mother possessed, to rout. Le was an 
infant of moods and tenses, and those not 
of any regular verb. He would cry of 
nights, and he would be taken up of morn- 
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ings, and he would not suck his thumb, 
nor a bundle of caraway-seed tied in a 
rag and dipped in sweet milk, with which 
the good gossips in vain endeavored to 
pacify him. He fought manfully with 
his two great fat fists the battle of baby- 
hood, utterly reversed all nursery max- 
ims, and reigned as baby over the whole 
prostrate household. When old enough 
to run alone, his splendid black eyes and 
glossy rings of hair were seen flashing 
and bobbing in every forbidden place 
and occupation. Now trailing on his 
mother’s gown, he assisted her in salting 
her butter by throwing in small contribu- 
tions of snuff or sugar, as the case might 
be; and again, after one of those myste- 
rious periods of silence which are of 
most ominous significance in nursery ex- 
perience, he would rise from the demoli- 
tion of her indigo-bag, showing a face 
ghastly with blue streaks, and looking 
more like a gnome than the son of a re- 
spectable mother. There was not a pitch- 
er of any description of contents left with- 


in reach of his little tiptoes and busy - 


fingers that was not pulled over upon his 
giddy head without in the least seeming 
to improve its steadiness. In short, his 
mother remarked that she was thankfal 
every night when she had fairly gotten 
him into bed and asleep; James had 
really got through one more day and 
killed neither himself nor any one else. 

As a boy, the case was little better. 
He did not take’ to study,—yawned over 
books, and cut out moulds for running 
anchors when he should have been think- 
ing of his columns of words in four sylla- 
bles. No mortal knew how he learned to 
read, for he never seemed to stop running 
long enough to learn anything; and yet 
he did learn, and used the talent in con- 
ning over travels, sea-voyages, and lives 
of heroes and naval commanders. Spite 
of father, mother, and brother, he seemed 
to possess the most extraordinary faculty 
of running up unsavory acquaintances. 
He was hail-fellow well-met with every 
Tom and Jack and Jim and Ben and 
Dick that strolled on the wharves, and 
astonished his father with minutest par- 


The Minister's Wooing. 


227 


ticulars of every ship, schooner, and brig 
in the harbor, together with biographical 
notes of the different Toms, Dicks, and 
Harrys by whom they were worked. 

There was but one member of the 
family that seemed to know at all what 
to make of James, and that was their 
negro servant, Candace. 

In those days, when domestic slavery 
prevailed in New England, it was quite 
a different thing in its aspects from the 
same institution in more southern lati- 
tudes. The hard soil, unyielding to any 
but the most considerate culture, the 
thrifty, close, shrewd habits of the people, 
and their untiring activity and industry, 
prevented, among the mass of the people, 
any great reliance on slave labor. It was 
something foreign, grotesque, and pictu- 
resque in a life of the most matter-of-fact 
sameness; it was even as if one should 
see clusters of palm-trees scattered here 
and there among Yankee wooden meet- 
ing-houses, or open one’s eyes on clumps 
of yellow-striped aloes growing among 
hardhack and huckleberry bushes in the 
pastures. 

Added to this, there were from the 
very first, in New England, serious doubts 
in the minds of thoughtful and conscien- 
tious people in reference to the lawful- 
ness of slavery ; and this scruple prevent- 
ed many from availing themselves of it, 
and proved a restraint on all, so that 
nothing like plantation-life existed, and 
what servants were owned were scattered 
among different families, of which they 
came to be regarded and to regard them- 
selves as a legitimate part and portion, 
—Mr. Marvyn, as a man of’ substance, 
numbering two or three in his establish- 
ment, among whom Candace reigned 
chief. The presence of these tropical 
specimens of humanity, with their wide, 
joyous, rich physical abundance of na- 
ture and their hearty abandon of out- 
ward expression, was a relief to the still 
clear-cut lines in which the picture of 
New England life was drawn, which an 
artist must appreciate. 

No race has ever shown such infinite 
and rich capabilities of adaptation to va- 
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rying soil and cireumstances as the negro. 
Alike to them the snows of Canada, the 
hard, rocky land of New England, with 
its set lines and orderly ways, or the 
gorgeous profusion and loose abundance 
of the Southern States. Sambo and 
Cuffy expand under them all. New 
England yet preserves among her hills 
and valleys the lingering echoes of’ the 
jokes and jollities of various sable wor- 
thies, who saw alike in orthodoxy and 
heterodoxy, in Dr. This-side and Dr. 
That-side, only food for more abundant 
merriment ;—in fact, the minister of those 
days not unfrequently had his black 
shadow, a sort of African Boswell, who 
powdered his wig, brushed his boots, de- 
tended and patronized his sermons, and 
strutted complacently about as if through 
virtue of his blackness he had absorbed 
every ray of his master’s dignity and 
isdom. In families, the presence of 
these exotics was a gedsend to the chil- 
dren, supplying from the abundant. out- 
wardness and demonstrativeness of their 


nature that aliment of sympathy so dear - 


to childhood, which the repressed and qui- 
et habits of New England education de- 
nied. Many and many a New Englander 
counts among his pleasantest early recol- 
lections the memory of some of these 
genial creatures, who by their warmth of 
nature were the first and most potent 
mesmerizers of his childish mind. 

Candace was a powerfully built, majes- 
tic black woman, corpulent, heavy, with a 
swinging majesty of motion like that of 
a ship in a ground-swell. Her shining 
black skin and glistening white teeth were 
indications of perfect physical vigor which 
had never known a day’s sickness; her 
turban, of broad red and yellow bandan- 
na stripes, had even a warm tropical glow ; 
and her ample skirts were always ready 
to be spread over every childish trans- 
gression of her youngest pet and favorite, 
James. 

She used to hold him entranced long 
winter-evenings, while she sat knitting 
in the chimney-corner, and crooned to 
him strange, wild African legends of the 
things that she had seen in her childhood 
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and early days,—for she had been stolen 
when about fifteen years of age; and 
these weird, dreamy talks inereased the 
fervor of his roving imagination, and his 
desire to explore the wonders of the wide 
and unknown world. When rebuked or 
chastised, it was she who had secret bow- 
els of mercy for him, and hid doughnuts 
in her ample bosom to be secretly admin- 
istered to him in mitigation of the sen- 
tence that sent him supperless to bed ; 
and many a triangle of pie, many a wedge 
of cake, had conveyed to him surreptitious 
consolations which his more conscientious 
mother longed, but dared not, to impart. 
In fact, these ministrations, if suspected, 
were winked at by Mrs. Marvyn, for two 
reasons : first, that mothers are generally 
glal of any loving-kindness to an erring 
boy, which they are not responsible for ; 
and second, that Candace was so set in 
her ways and opinions that one might as 
well come in tront of a ship under full sail 
as endeavor tostop her in a matter where 
her heart was engaged. 

To be sure, she had her own private 
and special quarrels with “ Massa James ” 
when he disputed any of her sovereign 
orders in the kitchen, and would some- 
times pursue him with uplifted rolling- 
pin and floury hands when he had 
snatched a gingernut or cooky without 
suitable deference or supplication, and 
would declare, roundly, that there “ never 
was sich an aggravatin’ young un.” But 
if, on the strength of this, any one else 
ventured a reproof, Candace was imme- 
diately round on the other side :—* Dat 
ar’ chile gwin’ to be spiled, ‘cause dey’s 
allers a-pickin’ on him ;—he’s well enough, 
on’y let him alone.” 

Well, under this miscellaneous assort- 
ment of influences,—through the order 
and gravity and solemn monotone of’ life 
at home, with the unceasing tick-tack 
of the clock forever resounding through 
clean, empty-seeming rooms, — through 
the sea, ever shining, ever smiling, cfimp- 
ling, soliciting, like a magical charger 
who comes saddled and bridled and of- 
fers to take you to fairyland,—through 
acquaintance with all sorts of foreign, out- 
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landish ragamuffins among the ships in 
the harbor,—from disgust of slow-moving 
oxen, and long-drawn, endless furrows 
round the fifteen-acre lot;—from misun- 
derstandings with grave elder brothers, 
and feeling somehow as if, he knew not 
why, he grieved his mother all the time 
just by being what he was and couldn’t 
help being,—and, finally, by a_ bitter 
break with his father, in which came that 
last wrench for an individual existence 
which some time or other the young grow- 
ing mind will give to old authority,—by 
all these united, was the lot at length 
cast; for one evening James was missing 
at supper, missing by the fireside, gone 
all night, not at home to breakfast,—till, 
finally, a strange, weird, most heathenish- 
looking cabin-boy, who had often been 
forbidden the premises by Mr. Marvyn, 
brought in a letter, half-defiant, halfpeni- 
tent, which announced that James had 
sailed in the “ Ariel” the evening before. 

Mr. Zebedee Marvyn set his face as a 
flint, and said, “ He went out from us be- 
cause he was not of us,”—whereat old 
Candace lifted her great floury fist from 
the kneading-trough, and, shaking it like 
a large snowball, said, “ Oh, you go ‘long, 
Massa Marvyn; ye'll live to count dat 
ar’ boy for de staff 0’ your old age yet, 
now I tell ye; got de makin’ o’ ten or’- 
nary men in him; kittles dat’s full allers 
will bile over; good yeast will blow out 
de cork,—lucky ef it don’t bust de bottle. 
Tell ye, der’s angels has der hooks in 
sich, and when de Lord wants him dey’ll 
haul him in safe and sound.” And Can- 
dace concluded her speech by giving a 
lift to her whole batch of dough and fling- 
ing it down in the trough with an emphasis 
that made the pewter on the dresser rattle. 

This apparently irreverent way of ex- 
pressing her mind, so contrary to the defer- 
ential habits studiously inculeated in fam- 
ily discipline, had grown to be so much a 
matter of course to all the family that no- 
body ever thought of rebuking it. There 
was a sort of savage freedom about her 
which they excused in right of her having 
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been born and bred a heathen, and of 
course not to be expected to come at once 
under the yoke of civilization. In fact, you 
must all have noticed, my dear readers, 
that there are some sorts of people for 
whom everybody turns out as they would 
for a railroad-ear, without stopping to ask 
why, and Candace was one of them. 

Moreover, Mr. Marvyn was not dis- 
pleased with this defence of James, as 
might be inferred from his mentioning it 
four or five times in the course of the 
morning, to say how foolish it was,—won- 
dering why it was that Candace and ev- 
erybody else got so infatuated with that 
boy,—and ending, at last, after a long 
period of thought, with the remark, that 
these poor African creatures ofien seemed 
to have a great deal of shrewdness in 
them, and that he was often astonished 
at the penetration that Candace showed. 

At the end of the year James came 
home, more quiet and manly than he 
had ever been known before,—so hand- 
some with his sunburnt face, and_ his 
keen, dark eyes, and glossy curls, that 
half the girls in the front gallery lost 
their hearts the first Sunday he appeared 
in church. He was tender as a woman 
to his mother, and followed her with his 
eyes, like a lover, wherever she went; he 
made due and manly acknowledgments 
to his father, but declared his fixed and 
settled intention to abide by the pro- 
fession he had chosen; and he brought 
home all sorts of strange foreign gifts 
for every member of the houschold. Can- 
dace was glorified with a flaming red 
and yellow turban of Moorish stuff, from 
Mogadore, together with a pair of gor- 
geous yellow morocco slippers with peak- 
ed toes, which, though there appeared no 
call to wear them in her common course 
of life, she would put on her fat feet and 
contemplate with daily satisfaction. She 
became increasingly strengthened there- 
by in the conviction that the angels who 
had their hooks in Massa James's jacket 
were already beginning to shorten the 
line. 


[ To be continued.] 
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Wnuen Peter led the First Crusade, 
A Norseman wooed an Arab maid. 


He loved her lithe and palmy grace, 
And the dark beauty of her face: 


She loved his cheeks, so ruddy fair, 
His sunny eyes and yellow hair. 


He called: she left her father’s tent; 
She followed whereso’er he went. 


She left the palms of Palestine 
To sit beneath the Norland pine. 


She sang the musky Orient strains 
Where Winter swept the snowy plains. 


Their natures met like night and morn 
What time the morning-star is born. 


The child that from their meeting grew 
Hung, like that star, between the two. 


The glossy night his mother shed 
From her long hair was on his head : 


But in its shade they saw arise 
The morning of his father’s eyes. 


Beneath the Orient’s tawny stain 
Wandered the Norseman’s crimson vein : 


Beneath the Northern force was seen 
The Arab sense, alert and keen. 


His were the Vikine’s sinewy hands, 
The arching foot of Eastern lands. 


And in his soul conflicting strove 
Northern indifference, Southern love ; 


The chastity of temperate blood, 
Impctuous passion’s fiery flood 5 


The settled faith that nothing shakes, 
The jealousy a breath awakes ; 
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The planning Reason’s sober gaze, 
And Fancy’s meteoric blaze. 


U 
And stronger, as he grew to man, 
The contradicting natures ran,— 


As mingled streams from Etna flow, 
One born of fire, and one of snow. 


And one impelled, and one withheld, 
And one obeyed, and one rebelled. 


One gave him force, the other fire ; 
This self-control, and that desire. 


One filled his heart with fierce unrest ; 
With peace serene the other blessed. 


He knew the depth and knew the height, 
The bounds of darkness and of light ; 


And who these far extremes has seen 
Must needs know all that lies between. 


So, with untaught, instinctive art, 
He read the myriad-natured heart. 


Tle met the men of many a land ; 
They gave their souls into his hand ; 


And none of them was long unknown : 
The hardest lesson was his own. 


But how he lived, and where, and when, 
Tt matters not to other men ; 


For, as a fountain disappears, 
To gush again in later years, 


So natures lost again may rise 
Afier the lapse of centuries,— 


May track the hidden course of blood 
Through many a generation’s flood, 


Till, on some unsuspected field, 
The latent lineage is revealed. 


The hearts that met.in Palestine, 
And mingled ‘neath the Norland pine, 
Sull beat with double pulse in mine. 
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BREAKFAST-TABLE. 


WHAT HE SAID, WHAT HE HEARD, AND WHAT HE SAW. 


Back again !—A turtle—which means 
a tortoise—is fond of his shell; but if you 
put a live coal on his back, he crawls out 
of it. So the boys say. 

It is a libel on the turtle. He grows 
to his shell, and his shell is in his body as 
much as his body is in his shell.—I don’t 
think there is one of our boarders quite 
so testudinous as Iam. Nothing but a 
combination of motives, more peremp- 
tory than the coal on the turtle’s back, 
could have got me to leave the shelter 
of my carapace; and after memorable 
interviews, and kindest hospitalities, and 
grand sights, and huge influx of patriotic 
pride, — for every American owns all 
America,— 


“ Oreation’s heir,—the world, the world is” 


his, if anybody’s,—I come back with the 
feeling which a boned turkey might ex- 
perience, if, retaining his conscionsness, 
he were allowed to resume his skeleton. 

Welcome, O Fighting Gladiator, and Re- 
eumbent Cleopatra, and Dying Warrior, 
whose classic outlines (reproduced in the 
calcined mineral of Lutetia) crown my 
loaded shelves! Welcome, ye triumphs 
of pictorial art (repeated by the magie 
graver) that look down upon me from 
the walls of my sacred cell! Vesalius, 
as Titian drew him, high-fronted, still- 
eyed, thick-bearded, with signet-ring, as 
beseems a gentleman, with book and 
carelessly-held eyeglass, marking him a 
scholar; thou, too, Jan Kuyper, com- 
monly called Jan Praktiseer, old man 
of a century and seven years besides, 
father of twenty sons and two daughters, 
cut in copper by Houbraken, bought from 
a portfolio on one of the Paris quais ; 
and ye Three Trees of Rembrandt, black 
in shadow against the blaze of sunlight; 
and thou Rosy Cottager of Sir Joshua,— 
thy roses hinted by the peppery burin of 
Bartolozzi; ye, too, of lower grades in 


nature, yet not unlovely nor unrenown- 
ed, Young Bull of Paulus Potter, and 
Sleeping Cat of Cornelius Visscher ; wel- 
come once more to my eyes! The old 
books Jook out from the shelves, and I 
seem to read on their backs something 
besides their tithes, —a kind of solemn 
greeting. _The crimson carpet flushes 
warm under my feet. The arm-chair 
hugs me; the swivel-chair spins round 
with me, as if it were giddy with pleas- 
ure; the vast recumbent faufeuil stretches 
itself out under my weight, as one joy- 
ous with food and wine stretches in after- 
dinner laughter. 

The boarders were pleased to say that 
they were glad to get me back. One of 
them ventured a compliment, namely,— 
that I talked as if I believed what I said. 
—This was apparently considered some- 
thing unusual, by its being mentioned. 

One who means to talk with entire sin- 
cerity,—I said,—always feels himself in 
danger of two things, namely,—an affecta- 
tion of bluntness, like that of which Corn- 
wall accuses Kent in “ Lear,” and actual 
rudeness. What a man wants to do, in 
talking with a stranger, is to get and to 
give as much of the best and most real 
life that belongs to the two talkers aa the 
time will let him. Life is short, and con- 
versation apt to run to mere words. Mr. 
IIue I think it is, who tells us some very 
good stories about the way in which two 
Chinese gentlemen contrive to keep up 
a long talk without saying a word which 
has any meaning in it. Something like 
this is occasionally heard on this side of 
the Great Wall. The best Chinese talk- 
ers I know are some pretty women 
whom I meet from time to time. Pleas- 
ant, airy, complimentary, the little flakes 
of flattery glimmering in their talk like 
the bits of gold-leaf in eau-de-vie de Dant- 
zie; their accents flowing on in a soft*rip- 
ple,—never a wave, and never a calm; 
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words nicely fitted, but never a colored 
phrase or a high-flavored epithet; they 
turn air into syllables so gracetilly, that 
we find meaning for the music they make 
as we find faces in the coals and fairy pal- 
aces in the clouds. There is something 
very odd, though, about this mechanical 
talk. % 

You have sometimes been in a train 
on the railroad when the engine was de- 
tached a long way from the station you 
were approaching? Well, you have no- 
ticed how quietly and rapidly the cars 
kept on, just as if the locomotive were 
drawing them ? Indeed, you* would not 
have suspected that you were travelling 
on the strength of a dead fact, if you had 
not seen the engine running away from 
you on a side-track. Upon my conscience, 
I believe some of these pretty women de- 
tach their minds entirely, sometimes, from 
their talk,—and, what is more, that we 
never know the difference. Their lips 
let off the fluty syllables just as their fin- 
gers would sprinkle the musie-drops from 
their pianos; unconscious habit turns the 
phrase of thought into words just as it 
does that of music into notes—Well, they 
govern the world, forall that,—these sweet- 
lipped women,—because beauty is the in- 
dex of a larger fact than wisdom. 

The Bombazine wanted an expla- 
nation. 

Madam,—said I,—wisdom is the ab- 
stract of the past, but beauty is the 
promise of the future. 

All this, however, is not what I 
was going to say. Here am I, suppose, 
seated — we will say at a dinner-table 
—alongside of an intelligent Enelish- 
man. We look in each other's faces, 
—we exchange a dozen words. One 
thing is settled: we mean not to offend 
each other,—to be perfectly courteous,— 
more than courteous; for we are the en- 
tertainer and the entertained, and cher- 
ish particularly amiable feelings to each 
other. The claret is good; and if our 
blood reddens a little with its warm crim- 
son, we are none the less kind for it. 
T don’t think people that talk over 
their victuals are like to say anything 
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very great, especially if they get their 
heads muddled with strong drink before 
they begin jabberin’. 

The Bombazine uttered this with a 
sugary sourness, as if the words had 
been steeped in a solution of acetate of 
lead—The boys of my time used to call 
a hit like this a “side-winder.” 

I must finish this woman.— 

Madam,—I said,—the Great Teavher 
seems to have been fond of talking as he 
sat at meat. Because this was a good 
while ago, in a far-off place, you forget 
what the true fact of it was.—that those 
were real dinners, where people were 
hungry and thirsty, and where you met 
a very miscellaneous company. Proba- 
bly there was a great deal of loose talk 
among the guests; at any rate, there 
was always wine, we may believe. 

Whatever may be the hygienic ad- 
yantages or disadvantages of wine,—and 
I for one, except for certain particular 
ends, believe in water, and, I blush to 
say it, in black tea,—there is no doubt 
about its being the grand specifie against 
dull dinners. A score of people come to- 
gether in all moods of mind and body. 
The problem is, in the space of one hour, 
more or less, to bring them all into the 
same condition of slightly exalted life. 
Food alone is enough for one person, 
perhaps,—talk, alone, for another; but 
the grand equalizer and fraternizer, which 
works up the radiators to their maximum 
radiation, and the absorbents to their 
maximum receptivity, is now just where 
it was when 


“The conscious water saw its Lord and 
blushed,’’ 

—when six great vessels containing water, 
which seems to have been carefully puri- 
fied, so as to be ready for the marriage 
feast, were changed into the best of wine. 
T once wrote a song about wine, in which 
I spoke so warmly of it, that I was 
afraid some would think it was written 
inter pocula ; whereas it was composed in 
the bosom of my family, under the most 
tranquillizing domestic influences. 

The divinity-student turned to- 
wards me, looking mischievous. — Can 


234 


you tell me,—he said,—who wrote a 
song for a temperance celebration once, 
of which the following is a verse ?— 


Alas for the loved one, too gentle and fair 

The joys of the banquet to chasten and share! 

Her eye lost its light that his goblet might 
shine, 

And the rose of her cheek was dissolved in 
his wine! 


I did,—I answered.—What are you 
going to do about it ?—I will tell you an- 


other line I wrote long ago :— 
. 


Don't be “ consistent,’’—but be simply ¢rue. 


The longer I live, the more I am satis- 
fied of two things: first, that the truest 
lives are those that are cut rose-diamond- 
fashion, with many facets answering to 
the many-planed aspects of the world 
about them; secondly, that society is al- 
ways trying in some way or other to 
grind us down to a single flat surface. It 
is hard work to resist this grinding-down 
action—Now give me a chance. Better 
eternal and universal abstinence than 
the brutalities of those days that made 
wives and mothers and daughters and 
sisters blush for those whom they should 
have honored, as they came reeling home 
from their debauches! Yet better even 
excess than lying and hypocrisy ; and if 
wine is upon all our tables, let us praise 
it for its color and fragrance and social 
tendency, so far as it deserves, and not 
hug a bottle in the closet and pretend not 
to know the use of a wine-glass at a public 
dinner! I think you will find that peo- 
ple who honestly mean to be true really 
contradict themselves much more rarely 
than those who try to be “ consistent.” 
But a great many things we say can be 
made to appear contradictory, simply be- 
cause they are partial views of a truth, 
and may often look unlike at first, as a 
front view of a face and its profile often 
do. 

Here is a distinguished divine, for 
whom I have great respect, for I owe 
him a charming hour at one of our litera- 
ry anniversaries, and he has often spoken 
noble words ; but he holds up a remark 
of my friend the “ Autocrat,”"—which I 
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grieve to say he twice misquotes, by omit- 
ting the very word which gives it its sig- 
nifieance,—the word fluid, intended to 
typify the mobility of the restricted will, 
—holds it up, I say, as if it attacked the 
reality of the self-determining principle, 
instead of illustrating its limitations by 
an image. Now I will not explain any 
farther, still less defend, and least of all 
attack, but simply quote a few lines from 
one of my friend’s poems, printed more 
than ten years ago, and ask the distin- 
guished gentleman where he has ever 
asserted more strongly or absolutely the 
independent will of the ‘subcreative 
centre,” as my heretical friend has else- 
where called man. 


—Thought, conscience, will, to make them 
all thy own 

He rent a pillar from the eternal throne! 

—Made in His image, thou must nobly dare 

The thorny crown of sovereignty to shure. 

—Think not too meanly of thy low estate; 

Thou hast a choice; to choose is to create! 


If he will look a little closely, he will 
see that the profile and the full-face 
views of the will are both true and per- 
fectly consistent. 

Now let us come back, after this long 
digression, to the conversation with the 
intelligent Englishman. We begin skir- 
mishing with a few light ideas,—testing 
for thoughts, — as our electro-chemical 
friend, De Sauty, if there were such a 
person, would test for his current ; trying 
a little litmus-paper for acids, and then 
a slip of turmeric-paper for alkalies, as 
chemists do with unknown compounds ; 
flinging the lead, and looking at the shells 
and sands it brings up to find out wheth- 
er we are like to keep in shallow water, 
or shall have to drop the deep-sea line; 
—in short, seeing what we have to deal 
with. If the Englishman gets his Hs 
pretty well placed, he comes from one 
of the higher grades of the British social 
order, and we shall find him a good com- 
panion. 

But, after all, here is a great fact be- 
tween us. We belong to two different 
civilizations, and, until we recognize what 
separates us, we are talking like Pyramus 
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and Thisbe, without any hole in the wall 
to talk through. Therefore, on the whole, 
if he were a superior fellow, incapable 
of mistaking it for personal conceit, I 
think I would let out the fact of the real 
American feeling about Old-World folks. 
They are children to us in certain points 
of view. They are playing with toys we 
have done with for whole generations. 
That silly little drum they are always 
beating on, and the trumpet and the 
feather they make so much noise and 
eut such a figure with, we have not 
quite outgrown, but play with much less 
seriously and constantly than they do, 
Then there is a whole museum of wigs, 
and masks, and lace-coats, and gold- 
sticks, and grimaces, and phrases, which 
we langh at, honestly, without affecta- 
tion, that are still used in the Old-World 
puppet-shows. I don’t think we on our 
part ever understand the Englishman’s 
concentrated loyalty and specialized rev- 
erence. But then we do think more of 
a man, as such, (barring some little difli- 
culties about race and complexion which 
the Englishman will touch us on pres- 
ently,) than any people that ever lived 
did think of him. Our reverence is a 
great deal wider, if it is less intense. 
We have caste among us, to some ex- 
tent, it is true; but there is never a col- 
lar on the American wolf-dog such as 
you often see on the English mastiff, not- 
withstanding his robust, hearty individ- 
uality. 

This confronting of two civilizations 
is always a grand sensation to me; it 
is like cutting through the isthmus and 
letting the two oceans swim into each 
other’s laps. The trouble is, it is so 
difficult to let out the whole American 
nature without its self-assertion seeming to 
take a personal character. But I never 
enjoy the Enclishman so much as when 
he talks of church and king like Man- 
co Capac among the Peruvians. Then 
you get the real British flavor, which the 
cosmopolite Englishman loses. The best 
conversation I have had with one of them 
for a long time, lively, fluent, courteous, 
delightful, was a variation and illustrative 
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development in elegant phrases of the 
following short sentences. 

Englishman.— Sir, your New-World 
civilization is barbarism. 

American.— Sir, your Old-World de- 
velopment is infancy. 

How much better this thorough inter- 
penetration of ideas than a barren inter- 
change of courtesies, or a bush-fighting 
argument, in which each man tries to 
cover as much of himself and expose as 
much of his opponent as the tangled thick- 
et of the disputed ground will let him! 
My thoughts flow in layers or 
strata, at least three deep. I follow a 
slow person’s talk, and keep a perfectly 
clear under-current of my own beneath 
it. My friend the Autocrat has already 
made a similar remark. Under both 
runs obscurely a consciousness belonging 
to a third train of reflections, indepen- 
dent of the two others. I will try to 
write out a mental movement in three 
parts. 


A.—First part, or Mental Soprano,— 
thought follows a woman talking. 

B.—Second part, or Mental Bary- 
tone,—my running accompaniment. 

C.—Third part, or Mental Basso,— 
low grumble of an importunate self-re- 
peating idea. 


A.—White lace, three skirts, looped 
with flowers, wreath of apple-blossoms, 
gold bracelets, diamond pin and ear- 
rings, the most delicious berthe you ever 
saw, white satin slippers 

B.—Deuse take her! What a fool 
she is! Hear her chatter! (Look out 
of window just here—Two pages and 
a half of description, if it were all writ- 
ten out, in one tenth of a second.)—Go 
ahead, old lady! (Eye catches picture 
over fireplace.) There’s that infernal 
family nose! Came over in the “ May- 
flower” on the first old fool’s face. Why 
don’t they wear a ring in it? 

C.—You'll be late at lecture —late at 
lecture,—late,—late,—late 


I observe that a deep layer of thought 
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sometimes makes itself felt through the 
superincumbent strata, thus :—The usual 
single or double currents shall flow on, 
but there shall be an influence blending 
with them, disturbing them in an obscure 
way, until all at once I say,—Oh, there! 
T knew there was something troubling me, 
—and the thought which had been work- 
ing through comes up to the surface clear, 
definite, and articulates itself, a disa- 
greeable duty, perhaps, or an unpleas- 
ant recolle 


of thought, for there are no such inter- 
spaces, but simply steps from the back of 
one moying thought upon that of another. 
I should like to ask,—said the di- 
vinity-student,—since we are getting into 
metaphysics, how you can admit space, 
if all things are in contact, and how you 
can admit time, if it is always now to 
something. 

—I will thank you for the dry toast,— 
was my answer. 
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outer world of events are alike in this, 
that they are both brimful. There is 
no space between consecutive thoughts, 
or between the never-ending series of 
actions. All pack tight, and monk 
their surfaces 


against each other, so 
that in the lone run there is a wonder- 
ful average uniformity in the forms of 
both thoughts and actions,—just as you 
find that cylinders crowded all become 
hexagonal prisms, and spheres pressed 
together are formed into regular poly- 
hedra. 

Every event that a man would master 
must be mounted on the run, and no 
man ever caught the reins of a thought 
except as it galloped by him. So, to 
earry out, with another comparison, my 
remark about the layers of thought, 
we may consider the mind, as it moves 
among thoughts or events, like a cireus- 
rider whirling round with a great troop 
of horses. Ife can mount a fact or an 
idea, and guide it more or less complete- 
ly, but he cannot stop it. So, as I said 
in another way at the beginning, he can 
s at once, but 
not break their steady walk, trot, or gal- 


stride two or three thougl 


lop. He can only take his foot from the 
saddle of one thought and put it on that 
of another. 

What is the saddle of a thought ? 
Why, a word, of course.—Twenty years 


after you have dismissed a thought, it 
suddenly wedges up to you through the 
press, as if it had been steadily galloping 
round and round all that time without a 
rider. 
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The little gentleman with the malfor- 
mation, before described, shocked the 
propriety of the breakfast-table by a loud 
utterance of three words, of which the 
two last were “ Webster’s Unabridged,” 
and the first was an emphatic monosyl- 
lable—Beg pardon,—he added,—forgot 
myself. But let us have an Enelish dic- 
tionary, if we are to have any. I don’t 


believe in clipping the coin of the realm, 
Sir! If I put a weathercock on my 


house, Sir, I want it to tell which way 
the wind blows up aloft,—off from the 
prairies to the ocean, or off from the 
ocean to the prairies, or any way it 
wants to blow! I don’t want a weather- 
cock with a winch in an old gentleman’s 
study that he can take hold of and turn, 
so that the vane shall point west when 
the great wind overhead is blowing east 
with all its might, Sir! Wait till we give 
you a dictionary, Sir! It takes Boston 
to do that thing, Sir! 

Some folks think water can’t run 
down-hill anywhere out of Boston,—re- 
marked the Koh-i-noor. 

I don’t know what some folks think so 
well as I know what some fools say,— 
rejoined Little Boston. — If importing 
most dry goods made the best scholars, 
1 dare say you would know where to 
look for ’em.— Mr. Webster couldn’t 
spell, Sir, or wouldn’t spell, Sir,—at any 
rate, he didn’t spell; and the end of it 
was a fight between the owners of some 
copyrights and .the dignity of this noble 
language which we have inherited from 
our English fathers, — language !— the 
blood of the soul, Sir! into which our 
thoughts run and out of which they 
grow! We know what a word is worth 
here in Boston. Young Sam Adams 
got up on the stage at Commencement, 
out at Cambridge there, with his gown 
on, the Governor and Council looking 
on in the name of his Majesty, King 
George the Second, and the girls look: 
ing down out of the galleries, and taught 
people how to spell a word that wasn’t 
in the Colonial dictionaries | 


the trick. 


Resixtance ! 
was a good 


tance, 
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many years before the Boston boys be- 
gan spelling it with their muskets ;—but 
when they did begin, they spelt it so loud 
that the old bedridden women in the 
English almshouses heard every sylla- 
ble! Yes, yes, yes,—it was a 
while before those other two Boston boys 
got the class so far along that it could 
spell those two hard words, Independence 
and L I tell you what, there are 
a thousand lives, aye, sometimes a mil- 
lion, go to get a new word into a lan- 
guage that is worth speaking. We know 
what language means too well here in 
Boston to play tricks with it. We never 
make a new word till we have made a 
new thing or a new thonght, Sir! When 
we shaped the new monld of this con- 
tinent, we had to make a few. When, 
by God’s permission, we abrogated the 
primal curse of maternity, we had to 
make a word or two. The cutwater of 
this great Leviathan clipper, the Occr- 
DENTAL,—this thirty-masted wind-and- 
steam wave-crusher,—must throw a lit- 
tle spray over the human vocabulary as 
it splits the waters of a new world’s des- 
tiny! 

He rose as he spoke, until his stature 
seemed to swell into the fair human pro- 
portions. His feet must have been on the 
upper round of his high chair ;—that was 
the only way I could account for it. 

Puts her through fust-rate,—said the 


good 


Tnion ! 


young fellow whom the boarders call 
John. 
The venerable and kind-looking old 


gentleman who sits opposite said he 
remembered Sam Adams as Governor. 
An old man ina brown coat. Saw him 
take the Chair on Boston Common. Was 
a boy then, and remembers sitting on the 
fence in front of the old Hancock house. 
Recollects he had a glazed ‘lection-bun, 
and sat eating it and looking down on to 
the Common. Lalocks flowered late that 
year, and he got a great bunch off from 
the bushes in the Hancock front-yard. 


Them ‘lection buns are no go,—said 
=e -a1l.4 2 ie ence 


s-i-s, 


That 


sis, 


was 


t 


i 
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of it. In about an hour it swells up in 
his stomach as big as a football, and 
his feedin’s spilt for that day. That's 
the way to stop off a young one from 
eatin’ up all the ‘lection dinner. 

Salem! Salem! not Boston,—shouted 
the little man. 

But the Koh-i-noor laughed a great 
rasping laugh, and the boy Benjamin 
Franklin looked sharp at his mother, as 
i he remembered the bun-experiment as 
a part of his past personal history. 

Little Boston was holding a fork in his 
left hand. He stabbed a boukler of home- 
made bread with it, mechanically, and 
looked at it as if it ought to shriek. It 
did not,—but he sat as if watching it. 
Language is a solemn thing,—I 
said.—It grows out of life,—out of its 
agonies and cestasies, its wants and its 
weariness. Every language is a temple, 
in which the soul of those who speak it is 
enshrined. Because time softens its out- 
lines and rounds the sharp angles of its 
cornices, shall a fellow take a pickaxe to 
help time? Let me tell you what comes 
of meddling with things that can take 
care of themselves—A friend of mine 
had a watch given him, when he was a 
boy,—a “bull's eye,” with a loose silver 
case that came off like an oyster-shell 
from its contents; you know them,—the 
eases that you hang on your thumb, while 
the éore or the real watch lies in your 
hand as naked as a peeled apple. Well, 
he began with taking off the case, and 
so on from one liberty to another, until 
he got it fairly open, and there were the 
works, as good as if they were alive,— 
crown-wheel, balance-wheel, and all the 
rest. All right except one thing,—there 
was a confounded little hair had got 
tangled round the balance-wheel. So my 
young Solomon got a pair of tweezers, 
and caught hold of the hair very nicely, 
and pulled it right out, without touching 
any of the wheels,—when,—buzzzZZZ ! 
and the watch had done up twenty-four 
hours in double magnetic-telegraph time ! 
—The English language was wound up 
to run some thousands of years, I trust; 
but if everybody is to be pulling at every- 
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thing he thinks is a hair, our grandchil- 
dren will have to make the discovery 
that it is a hair-spring, and the old An- 
glo-Norman  soul’s-timekeeper will run 
down, as so many other dialects have 
done before it. I can’t stand this med- 
dling any better than you, Sir. But we 
have a great deal to be proud of in the 
lifelong labors of that old lexicographer, 
and we mustn’t be ungrateful. Besides, 
don’t let us deceive ourselves,—the war 
of the dictionaries is only a disguised 
rivalry of cities, colleges, and especially 
of publishers. After all, the language will 
shape itself by larger forces than pho- 
nography and dictionary-making. You 
may spade up the ocean as much as 
you like, and harrow it afterwards, if you 
can,—but the moon will still lead the tides, 
and the winds will form their surface. 

Do you know Richardson's Dic- 
tionary ?—I said to my neighbor the 
divinity-student. 

Haoéw ? —said the divinity-student.— 
Tle colored, as he noticed on my face a 
twitch in one of the muscles which tuck 
up the corner of the mouth, (zygomaticus 
major,) and which T could not hold back 
from making a little movement on its 
own account. 

It was too late—A country-boy, las- 


soed when he was a half-grown colt. 
Just as good as a city-boy, and in some 
ways, perhaps, better,—but caught a lit- 
tle too old not to carry some marks of 
his earlier ways of life. Foreigners, who 
have talked a strange tongue half their 
lives, return to the language of their child- 
hood in their dying hours. Gentlemen 
in fine linen, and scholars in large libra- 
ries, taken by surprise, or in a careless 
moment, will sometimes let slip a word 
they knew as boys in homespun and have 
not spoken since that time,—but it lay 
there under all their culture. That is 
one way you may know the country- 
boys after they have grown rich or cele- 
brated; another is by the odd old fam- 
ily names, particularly those of the He- 
brew prophets, which the good old peo- 
ple have saddled them with. 

Boston has enough of England 
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about it to make a good English dic- 
tionary,—said that fresh-looking youth 
whom [ have mentioned as sitting at the 
right upper corner of the table. 

I turned and looked him full in the 
face, — for the pure, manly intonations 
arrested The voice was youthful, 
but full of character. —I1 suppose some 
persons have a peculiar susceptibility in 
the matter of voice.—Hear this. 

Not long afier the American Revolu- 
tion, a young lady was sitting in her fa- 
ther’s chaise in a street of this town of 
Boston. She overheard a little girl talk- 
ing or singing, and was’ mightily taken 
with the tones of her voice. Nothing 
would satisfy her but she must have that 
little girl come and live in her father’s 
house. So the child came, being then 
nine years old. Until her marriage she 
remained under the same roof with the 
young lady. Her children became suc- 
cessively inmates of the lady’s dwelling; 
and now, seventy years, or thereabouts, 
since the young lady heard the child 
singing, one of that child’s children and 
one of her grandchildren are with her in 
that home, where she, no longer young, 
except in heart, passes her peaceful days. 
—Three generations linked together by 
so light a breath of accident! 

I liked the sound of this youth's 
voice, I said, and his look when I came 
to observe him a little more closely. 
His complexion had something better 
than the bloom and freshness which 
had first attracted me ;— it had that 
diffused fone which is a sure index of 
wholesome lusty life. A fine liberal 
style of nature it seemed to be: hair 
erisped, moustache springing thick and 
dark, head firmly planted, lips finished, 
as one commonly sees them in gentle- 
men’s families, a pupil well contracted, 
and a mouth that opened frankly with 
a white flash of teeth that looked as if 
they could serve him as they say Ethan 
Allen’s used to serve their owner,—to 
draw nails with. This is the kind of fel- 
low to walk a frigate’s deck and bowl his 
broadsides into the “ Gadlant Thudnder- 
bomb,” or any forty-portholed adventurer 


mc. 
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who would like to exchange a few tons 
of iron compliments.—I don’t know what 
put this into my head, for it was not till 
some time afterward I learned the young 
fellow had been in the nayal school at 
Annapolis. Something had happened to 
change his plan of life, and he was now 
studying engineering and architecture in 
Boston. 

When the youth made the short re- 
mark which drew my attention to him, 
the little deformed gentleman turned 
round and took a long look at him. 

Good for the Boston boy !—he said. 

IT am not a Boston boy,—said the 
youth, smiling—I am a Marylander. 

T don’t care where you come from, 
—we'll make a Boston. man of you,— 
said the littke gentleman. — Pray, what 
part of Maryland did you come from, and 
how shall I call you ? 

The poor youth had to speak pretty 
loud, as he was at the right upper corner 
of the table, and Little Boston next the 
lower lett-hand corner. Tis face flushed 
a little, but he answered pleasantly,— 
telling who he was, as if the little man’s 
infirmity gave him a right to ask any 
questions he wanted to. 

Here is the place for you to sit,—said 
the little gentleman, pointing to the va- 
cant chair next his own, at the corner. 

You're go’n’ to have a young lady next 
you, if you wait till to-morrow, — said 
the landlady to Little Boston. 

He did not reply, but I had a faney 
that he changed color. It can’t be that 
he has susceptibilities with reference to a 
contingent young lady! It can’t be that 
he has had experiences which make him 
sensitive! Nature could not be quite so 
cruel as to set a heart throbbing in that 
poor little cage of ribs! There is no use 
in wasting notes of admiration. I must 
ask the landlady about him. 

These are some of the facts she furnish- 
ed.—Has not been long with her. Brought 
a sight of furniture —couldn’t hardly get 
some of it up-stairs. Hasn’t seemed par- 
ticularly attentive to the ladies. The Bom- 
bazine (whom she calls Cousin some- 
thing or other) has tried to enter into 
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conyersation with him, but retired with 
the impression that he was indifferent to 
ladies’ society. Paid his bill the other day 
without saying a word about it. Paid it 
in gold,—had a great heap of twenty-dol- 
lar pieces. Hires her best room. Thinks 
he is a very nice little man, but lives 
dreadful lonely up in his chamber. Wants 
the care of some capable nuss. Never 
pitied anybody more in her life,—never 
see a more interestin’ person. 

My intention was, when I began 
making these notes, to let them consist 
principally of conversations between my- 
self and the other boarders. So they 
will, very probably; but my curiosity is 
excited about this little boarder of ours, 
and my reader must not be disappointed, 
if I sometimes interrupt a discussion to 
give an account of whatever fact or traits 
‘T may discover about him. It so happens 
that his room is next to mine, aud I have 
the opportunity of observing many of his 
ways without any active movements of 
curiosity. That his room contains heavy 


furniture, that he is a restless little body _ 


and is apt to be up late, that he talks to 
himself, and keeps mainly to himself, is 
nearly all I have found out. 

One curious circumstance happened 
lately, which I mention without drawing 
an absolute inference.—Being at the stu- 
dio of a sculptor with whom I am ac- 
quainted, the other day, I saw a remark- 
able cast of a left arm. On my asking 
where the model came from, he said it 
was taken direct from the arm of a de- 
formed person, who had employed one of 
the Italian moulders to make the cast. 
It was a curious case, it should seem, of 
one beautiful limb upon a frame other- 
wise singularly imperfect.—I have re- 
peatedly noticed this litthe gentleman’s 
use of his left arm. Can he have fur- 
nished the model I saw at the sculptor’s ? 
So we are to have a new boarder 
to-morrow. I hope there will be some- 
thing pretty and pleasant about her. A 
woman with a creamy voice, and finished 
in alto rilievo, would be a variety in the 
boarding-house, —a little more marrow 
and a little less sinew than our landlady 
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and her daughter and the bombazine- 
clad female, all of whom are of the tur- 
key-drumstick style of organization. I 
don’t mean that these are our only te- 
male companions ; but the rest being con- 
yersational non-combatants, mostly still, 
sad feeders, who take in their food as lo- 
comotives take .in wood and water, and 
then wither away from the table like 
blossoms that never come to fruit, I 
have not yet referred to them as indi- 
viduals. 

I wonder what kind of a young person 
we shall see in that empty chair to-mor- 
row ! 


J read this song to the boarders 
after breakfast the other morning. — It 
was written for our fellows;—you know 
who they are, of course. 


THE BOYS. 


Has there any old fellow got mixed with the 
boys? 

If there has, take him out, without making a 
noise! 

Hang the Almanac’s cheat and the Catalogue’s 
spite! 

Old Time is aliar! We're twenty to-night! 

We're twenty! We're twenty! Who says we 
are more? 

He’s tipsy—young jackanapes!—show him 
the door !— 

“Gray temples at twenty? ’—Yes! white, if 
we please; 

Where the snow-flakes full thickest there's 
nothing can freeze! 


Was it snowing I spoke of ?- Excuse the mis- 
take! 

Look close, —you will see not a sign of a 
flake; , 

We want some new garlands for those we have 
shed,— 

And these are white roses in place of the 
red! 


We've a trick, we young fellows, you may 
have been told, 

Of talking (in public) as if we were old ;— 

That boy we call “ Doctor,” and this we call 
* Judge *;— 

It’s a neat little fiction —of course it’s all 
fudge. 
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That fellow’s the “ Speaker,’’"—the one on the 
right; 

“Mr, Mayor,” my young one, how are you 
to-night ? 

That's our “ Member of Congress,” we say 
when we chaff; 

There's the “ Reverend” What's his name ?— 
don’t make me laugh! 


That boy with the grave mathematical look 
Made believe he bad written a wonderful 


book, 
And the Royat Acapremy thought it was 
true! 


So they chose him right in; a good joke it 
wus, too! 

There's a boy,—we pretend,—with a three- 
decker-brain, : 

That could harness a team with a logical 
chain; 

When he spoke for our manhood in syllabled 
fire, 

We called him “ The Justice,"—Dut now he’s 
“The Squire.” 


And there’s a nice youngster of excellent 
pith,— 

Fate tried to conceal him by naming hin 
Smith,— 


White's Shakspeare. 
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But he shouted a song for the brave and the 
free,— ; 

—Just read on his medal,—* My country,”— 
“of thee!” 


You hear that boy laughing ?—You think he’s 
all fun,— 

But the angels laugh, too, at the good he has 
done; 

The children laugh loud as they troop to his 
call, 

And the poor man that knows him laughs 
loudest of ali! 


Yes, we’re boys,—always playing with tongue 
, or with pen,— 

And I sometimes have asked,—Shall we ever 
be men? 

Shall we always be youthful and laughing and 
gay, 

Till the last dear companion drops smiling 
away ? 


Then here's to our boyhood, its gold and its 
gray ! 

The stars of its Winter, the dews of its May! 

And when we have done with our life-lasting 
toys, 

Dew Father, take care of thy children, the 
Boys! 


WHITE'S SHAKSPEARE.* 


(SECOND NOTICE.) 


We doubt if posterity owe a greater 
debt to any two men living in 1623 than 
to the two obscure actors who in that 
year published the first folio edition of 
Shakspeare’s plays. But for them, it is 
more than likely that such of his works 
as had remained to that time unprint- 
ed would have been irrecoyerably lost, 
and among them were “ Julius Cesar,” 
“The Tempest,” and “Macbeth.” But 
are we to believe them when they assert 
that they present to us the plays which 


* The Works of William Shakspeare. Edit- 
ed, ete., by RicwArp Grant Wurre. Vols. 
{I., I11., [V., and V. Boston: Little, Brown, 
& Co. 1858. 


they reprinted from stolen and surrepti- 
tious copies “cured and perfect of their 
limbs,” and those which are original in 
their edition “absolute in their numbers 
as he [Shakspeare] conceived them” ? 
Alas, we have read too many theatrical 
announcements, have been taught too 
often that the value of the promise was 
in an inverse ratio to the generosity of 
the exclamation-marks, too easily to be- 
lieve that! Nay, we have seen number- 
less processions of healthy kine enter our 
native village unheralded save by the 
lusty shouts of drovers, while a wretched 
calf, cursed by stepdame Nature with 
two leads, was brought to us in a tri- 
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umphal car, avant-couriered by a band 
of musie as abnormal as itself, and an- 
nounced as the greatest wonder of the 
age. If a double allowance of vituline 
brains deserve such honor, there are few 
commentators on Shakspeare that would 
have gone afoot, and the trumpets of 
Messicurs Heminge and Condell eall 
up in our minds too many monstrous and 
deformed associations. 

What, then, is the value of the first 
folio as an authority? We are inclined 
to think that Mr. Collier (for obvious 
reasons) underrates it, and that Mr. 
White sometimes errs in the opposite 
direction. For eighteen of the plays it 
is the only authority we have, and the 
only one also for four others in their 
complete form. It is admitted that in 
several instances Heminge and Condell 
reprinted the earlier quarto impressions 
with a few changes, sometimes for the 
better and sometimes for the worse ; and 
it is most probable that copies of those 
editions (whether surreptitious or not) 
had taken the place of the original 
prompter’s books, as being more conve- 
nient and legible. Even in these cases 
it is not safe to conclude that all or even 
any of the variations were made by the 
hand of Shakspeare himself. And where 
the players printed from manuscript, is it 
likely to have been that of the author ? 
The probability is small that a writer so 
busy as Shakspeare must have been dur- 
ing his productive period should have 
copied out their parts for the actors, him- 
self, or that one so indifferent as he seems 
to have been to the mere literary fortunes 
of his works should have given any great 
care to the correction of such copies, if 
made by others. The copies exclusively 
in the hands of Heminge and Condell 
were, it is manifest, in some cases, very 
imperfect, whether we account for the fact 
by the burning of the Globe Theatre or 
by the necessary wear and tear of yea 
and (what is worthy of notice) they are 
plainly more defective in some parts 
than in others. “ Measure for Measure” 
is an example of this, and we are not 
satisfied with being told that its rugged- 
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ness of verse is intentional, or that its 
obscurity is due to the fact that Shak- 
speare grew more elliptical in his style 
as he grew older. Profounder in thought 
he doubtless became; though, in a mind 
like his, we believe that this would im- 
ply only a more absolute supremacy in 
expression. But, from whatever original 
we suppose either the quartos or the 
first folio to have been printed, it is more 
than questionable whether the proof-sheets 
had the advantage of any revision other 
than that of the printing-oflice. Steevens 
was of opinion that authors in the time of 
Shakspeare never read their own proof 
sheets; and Mr. Spedding, in his recent 
edition of Bacon, comes independently to 
the same conclusion.* We may be very 
sure that Heminge and Condell did not, 
as vicars, take upon themselves a disa- 
greeable task which the author would 
have been too careless to assume. 
Nevertheless, however strong a case 
may be made out against the Folio of 
1628, whatever sins of omission we may 
lay to the charge of Heminge and Con- 
dell, or of conmnission to that of the print- 
ers, it remains the only text we have 
with any claims whatever to authenticity. 
Tt should be deferred to as authority in 
all cases where it does not make Shak- 
speare write bad sense, uncouth metre, or 
false grammar, of all which we believe 
him to have been more supremely incapa- 
ble than any other man who ever wrote 
English. Yet we would not speak un- 
kindly even of the blunders of the Folio. 
They have put bread into the mouth of 
many an honest editor, publisher, and 


* Vol. IIT. p. 348, note. We grounds his 
belief, not on the misprinting of words, but 
on the misplacing of whole paragraphs. We 
were struck with the same thing in the orig- 
inal edition of Chapman's Biron's Conspiracy 
and Tragedy. One of the misprints which 
Mr. Spedding notices affords both a hint and 
a warning to the conjectural emendator. In 
the edition of The Adrancement of Learning 
printed in 1605 occurs the word dusimesse. In 
a later edition this was conjecturally changed 
to business; but the occurrence of vertiqine in 
the Latin translation enables Mr. Spedding to 
print rightly, dizziness. 
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printer, for the last century and a half; 
and he who loves the comic side of hu- 
man nature will find the serious notes 
of a variorum edition of Shakspeare as 
funny reading as the funny ones are se- 
rious. Svaree a commentator of them 
all, for more than a hundred years, but 
thought, as Alphonso of Castile did of 
Creation, that, if he had only been at 
Shakspeare’s elbow, he could have given 
valuable advice; scarce one who did not 
know off-hand that there was never a 
seaport in Bohemia,—as if Shakspeare’s 
world were one which Mereator could 
have projected ; scarce one but was sat- 
isfied that his ten finger-tips were a sufli- 
cient key to those astronomic wonders of 
poise and counterpoise, of planetary law 
and cometary seeming-exception, in his 
metres; scarce one but thought he could 
gauge like an ale-firkin that intuition 
whose edging shallows may have been 
sounded, but whose abysses, stretching 
down amid the sunless roots of Being 
and Consciousness, mock the plummet; 
scarce one but could speak with conde- 
scending approval of that prodigious in- 
telligence so utterly without congener 
that our baffled language must coin an 
adjective to qualify it, and none is so 
audacious as to say Shakspearian of any 
other. And yet, in the midst of our im- 
patience, we cannot help thinking also of 
how much healthy mental activity this 
one man has been the occasion, how 
much good he has indirectly done to so- 
ciety by withdrawing men to investiga- 
tions and habits of thought that secluded 
them from baser attractions, for how ma- 
ny he has enlarged the circle of study 
and reflection; since there is nothing in 
history or politics, nothing in art or sci- 
ence, nothing in physics or metaphysie: 
that is not sooner or later taxed for his 
illustration. This is partially true of all 
great minds, open and sensitive to truth 
and beauty through any large are of their 
circumference; but it is true in an unex- 
ampled sense of Shakspeare, the vast 
round of whose balanced nature seems 
to have been equatorial, and to have had 
a southward exposure and a summer 
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sympathy at every point, so that life, so- 
ciety, statecraft serve us at last but as 
commentaries on him, and whatever we 
have gathered of thought, of knowledge, 
and of experience, confronted with his 
marvellous page, shrinks to a mere foot- 
note, the stepping-stone to some hitherto 
inaccessible verse. We admire in Ho- 
mer the blind placid mirror of the world’s 
young manhood, the bard who escapes 
from his misfortune in poems all mem- 
ory, all life and bustle, adventure and 
picture ; we revere in Dante that com- 
pressed force of lifelong passion which 
could make a private experience cosmo- 
politan in its reach and everlasting in its 
significance ; we respect in Goethe the 
Aristotelian poet, wise by weariless ob- 
servation, witty with intention, the stately 
Geheimerrath of a provincial court in the 
As we study these, 


empire of Nature. 
we seem in our limited way to penetrate 
into their consciousness and to measure 
and master their methods ;—but with 
Shakspeare it is just the other way; the 
more we have familiarized ourselves with 
the operations of our own consciousness, 
the more do we find, in reading him, that 
he has been beforehand with us, and that, 
while we have been vainly endeavoring 
to find the door of his being, he has 
searched every nook and cranny of our 
own. While other poets and dramatists 
embody isolated phases of character and 
work inward from the phenomenon to 
the special law which it illustrates, he 
seems in some strange way unitary with 
human nature itself, and his own soul to 
have been the law- and life-giving power 
of which his creations are only the phe- 
nomena. We justify or criticize the 
characters of other writers by our mem- 
ory and experience, and pronounce them 
natural or unnatural; but he seems to 
have worked in the very stuff of which 
memory and experience are made, and 
we recognize his truth to Nature by an 
innate and unacquired sympathy, as if he 
alone possessed the secret of the “ideal 
form and universal mould,” and embodied 
generic types rather than individuals. 
In this Cervantes alone has approached 
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him; and Don Quixote and Sancho, like 
the men and women of Shakspeare, are 
the contemporaries of every generation, 
because they are not products of an arti- 
ficial and transitory society, but because 
they are animated by the primeval and 
unchanging forces of that humanity which 
underlies and survives the forever-fickle 
creeds and ceremonials of the parochial 
corners which we who dwell in them 
sublimely call The World. 

But the dropping of our variorum vol- 
ume upon the floor recalls us from our 
reverie, and, as we pick it up, we ask 
ourselves sadly, Is it fitting that we should 
have a Shakspeare according to plodding 
Malone or coarse-minded Steevens, both 
of whom would have had the headache 
all their lives after, could one of the War- 
wickshire plebeian’s conceptions have got 
into their brains and stretched them, and 
who would have hidden under their bed- 
clothes in a cold-sweat of terror, could 
they have seen the awful vision of Mac- 
beth as he saw it? No! and to every oth- 
er commentator who has wantonly tam- 
pered with the text, or obscured it with 
his inky cloud of paraphrase, we feel in- 
clined to apply the quadrisyllabic name 
of the brother of Agis, king of Sparta. 
Clearly, we should be grateful to an edi- 
tor who feels it his chief duty to serape 
away these barnacles from the brave old 
hull, to replace with the original heart- 
of-oak the planks where these small but 
patient terebrators have bored away the 
tough fibre to fill the gap with sawdust ! 

This task Mr. White has undertaken, 
and, after such conscientious examination 
of his work as the importance of it de- 
mands, after a painful comparison, note 
hy note, and reading by reading, of his 
edition with those of Messrs. Knight, Col- 
lier, and Dyce, our opinion of his ability 
and fitness for his task has been height- 
ened and confirmed. Not that we always 
agree with him,—not that we do not think 
that in respect of the Folio text he has 
sometimes erred on the side of supersti- 
tious reverence for it, and sometimes in 
too rashly abandoning it,—but, making all 
due exceptions, we think that his edition 
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is, in the phrase of our New England 
fathers in Israel, for substance, scope, 
and aim, the best hitherto published. The 
chief matter must in all cases be the 
text, and the faults we find in him do 
not, as a general rule, affect that. Some 
of them are faults which his own better 
judgment, we think, will lead him to 
avoid in his forthcoming volumes; and in 
regard to some, he will probably honestly 
disagree with us as to their being faults 
at all. No conceivable edition of Shak- 
speare would satisfy all tastes ;— some- 
times we have attached associations to 
received readings which make impartial 
perception impossible ; sometimes we have 
imparted our own meaning to a passage 
ly too steady pondering over it, just as 
in twilight an inanimate thing will seem 
to move, if we look at it long, though 
the wavering be truly in our own over- 
strained vision; sometimes our personal 
temperament will insensibly warp our 
judgement ;—but Mr. White has gener- 
ally shown so just a discrimination, that 
there are few instances where we dissent, 
and in these a pencil will enable every 
one to edit for himself. Any criticism 
of an edition of Shakspeare must neces- 
sarily concern itself with seemingly in- 
significant matters, often with a comma 
or a syllable,—and the danger is always 
of degenerating into a captiousness and 
word-catching unworthy the lover of 
truth for its own sake. We shall en- 
deayor to be minute without being small. 

Mr. White reserves for a first volume 
(not yet published) his notices of Shak- 
speare’s life, his remarks upon the text, 
and other general introductory topics. 
In the second volume, he gives us an ex- 
cellent copy of the Droeshout portrait, 
the preliminary matter of the Folio of 
1623, with notices of the writers of com- 
mendatory verses thereto prefixed, and 
of the principal actors who performed 
parts in Shakspeare’s plays. We no- 
tice particularly his discussion of the an- 
thorship of the verses signed J. M. 8. as 
a good example of the delicacy and 
acuteness of his criticism. Though he 
has the great authority of Coleridge 
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against him, we think that he has con- 
structed a very ingenious, strong, and 
even conyincing argument against the 
Milton theory. Each play is preceded 
by an Introduction, remarkably well di- 
gested and condensed, giving an account 
of the text, and of the sources from which 
Shakspeare helped himself to plots or inci- 
dents. We cannot but commend highly 
the selfrestraint which marks these brief 
and pithy prefaces, and the pertinency 
of every sentence to the matter in hand. 
The Germans, (to whom we are undenia- 
bly indebted for the first philosophic ap- 
preciation of the poet,) being debarred 
by their alienage from the tempting par- 
liament of verbal commentary and con- 
flict, have made themselyes such ample 
amends by expatiations in the unfenced 
field of esthetics and of that constructive 
criticism which is too often confined to 
the architecture of Castles in Spain, that 
we feel as if Dogberry had charged us 
in relation to them with that hopeless- 
ly bewildering commission to “ compre- 
hend all vagrom men” which we have 
hitherto considered applicable only to 
peripatetic lecturers. Mr. White wise- 
ly and kindly leaves us to Shakspeare 
and our own imaginations, — two very 
potent spells to conjure with, — and 
seems to be aware of the fact, that, in 
its application to a creative mind like 
that of the great Poet, the science of 
teleology may sometimes find itself as 
much at fault as it so often is in at- 
tempting to fathom the designs of the 
Infinite Creator. Rabelais solves the 
grave problem of the goodliness of Friar 
John’s nose by the comprehensive for- 
mula, “ Because God willed it so”; and 
it is well for us in most cases to enjoy 
Shakspeare in the same pious way, — 
to smell a rose without bothering our- 
selves about its having been made ex- 
pressly to serve the turn of the essence- 
peddlers of Shiraz. We yield the more 
eredit to Mr. White’s self-denial in this 
respect, because his notes prove him to 
be capable of profound as well as delicate 
and sympathetic exegesis. Shakspeare 
himself has left us a pregnant satire 
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on dogmatical and categorical esthetics 
(which commonly in discussion soon lose 
their ceremonious tails and are reduced 
to the internecine dog and cat of their 
bald first syllables) in the cloud-scene be- 
tween Hamlet and Polonius, suevesting 
exquisitely how futile is any attempt at 
a cast-iron definition of those perpetually 
metamorphic impressions of the beautiful, 
whose source is as much in the man who 
looks as in the thing he sees. And else- 
where more directly,—Mr. White must 
allow us the old reading for the sake of 
our illustration,—he has told us how 
“ Affection, 

Master of passion, sways it to the mood 

Of what it likes or loathes.”’ 

We are glad to see, likewise, with 
what becoming indifference the matter 
of Shakspeare’s indebtedness to others is 
treated by Mr. White in his Introduc- 
tions. There are many commentators 
who seem to think they have wormed 
themselves into the seerst of the Master's 
inspiration when they haye discovered 
the sources of his plots. But what he 
took was by right of eminent domain; 
and was he not to resuscitate a theme and 
make it immortal, because some botcher 
had tried his hand upon it before, and left 
it for stone-dead 2? Because he could not 
help throwing sizes, was he to avoid the 
dice which for others would only come 
up ames-ace ? 

Up to the middle of 1854,* there had 
been published in England and on the 
Continent cighty-cight complete editions 
of Shakspeare in English, thirty-two in 
German, six in French, and five, more 
or less complete, in Italian. Beside 
these, his works had been translated into 
Dutch, (1778-82,) into Danish, (1807- 
28,) into Hungarian, (1824,) into Pol- 
ish, (1842,) and into Swedish (1847-51). 
The numerous American editions are 
not reckoned in this statement; and, to 
give an adequate notion of the extent 
of the Shakspeare-literature, we should 
add that the number of separately-printed 

* Die Shakspeare-Literatur bis Mitte 1854. 


Zusammengestellt und herausgegeben von P, 
H. Sruiic. Leipzig. 1854. 
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comments and other illustrative publica- 
tions already exceeds five hundred. No 
other poet except Dante has received 
such appreciation,—and not even he, if we 
consider in Shakspeare’s case the greater 
bulk of the works and the difliculty of the 
language. After so many people had 
used their best wit and had their say, 
could there be any unconsidered trifle 
left for a new editor ? Could the sharp- 
est eyes find more needles in this enor- 
mous haystack ? We do not pretend to 
have examined the whole of this polyglot 
library, nay, but for Herr Sillig, we had 
never heard of most of the books in it, 
but we are tolerably familiar with the 
more important English editions, and 
with some of the German comments,* 
and we must say that the freshness of 
many of Mr, White’s observations struck 
us with very agreeable surprise. We 
are not fond of off-hand opinions on any 
subject, much more on one so multifari- 
ous and complex as this,—we are a great 
deal too ready with them in America, 
and pronounce upon pictures and poems 
with a Bhoyish nonchalance that would 
be amusing, were it not for its ill conse- 
quence to Art,—but we love the expres- 
sion of honest praise, of sifted and consid- 
erate judement, and we think that a labo- 
rious collation justifies us in saying that 
in acute discrimination of wsthetic shades 
of expression, and often of textual nice- 
ties, Mr. White is superior to any previ- 
ous editor. 

In proof of what we have said, we will 
refer to a few of the notes which have 
purticularly pleased us, and which show 
originality of view. 

( Tempest, Act ii. Se. 2.) 

“ (Nor scrape trenchering, nor wash dish? 

“Dryden, Theobald, Dyce, Halliwell, and 
Hudson would have ‘trenchering’ a typo- 
graphical error for ‘trencher,’ which they 
introduce into the text. Surely they must 
all have forgotten that Caliban was drunk, 
and, after singing ‘firing’ and ‘requiring,’ 
would naturally sing ‘trenchering.’ ‘There is 


* Among which (setting aside a few re- 
marks of Goethe) we are inclined to value as 
highly as anything Tieck’s Hssay on the Ele- 
ment of the Wonderful in Shakspeare. 
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a drunken swing in the original line which is 
entirely lost in the precise, curtailed rhythm 
of— 


‘Nor scrape trencher, nor wash dish.'” 


Other editors had retained “ trencher- 
ing,” but none, that we know, ever gave 
so good a reason for it. Equally good 
is his justification of himself for omitting 
Theobald’s interpolation of “ Did she 
nod?” in “Two Gentlemen of Vero- 
na,” Acti. Se. 1. Other examples may 
be found in the readings, “ There is a 
lady of Verona here,” (same play, Act 
iii, Se. 1); “ Yet reason dares her on,” 
(Measure for Measure, Act iv. Se. 4); 
“ Hark, how the villain would glose now,” 
(same play, Act v. Se. 1); “The forced 
fallacy,” (Comedy of Errors, Act ii. Se. 
1); in the note on “Cupid is a good 
hare-finder,” (Much Ado, Act i. Se. 3); 
the admirable note on “ Examine those 
men,” (same play, Act iii. Se. 1) 3 the 
readings, “Out on thee! Sceming!” 
(same play, Act iv. Se. 1); “ For I have 
only silent been,” (ibid.) ; “Goodly Count- 
Confect,” and note, (same play, Act iv. 
Se. 2); the note on “* T do beseech thee, 
remember thy courtesy,” (Love's Labor's 
Lost, Act v. Sc. 1); on “ Mounsicur 
Cobweb,” and “ Help Cavalery Cobweb to 
scratch,” (Mid. Night’s D., Act iv. Se. 1); 
on “ Or in the night,” ete. (same play, 
Act v. Se. 1); on “Is sum of nothing,” 
(Merchant of Venice, Act iii. Sc. 2) 5 on 
“ Stays me here at home unkept,” (Als 
you like it,” Act i. Se. 1); on “* Unques- 
tionable spirit,” (same play, Act iil. Se. 
2); on “Moye the still-piecing air,” 
(All’s Well, ete., Act ii. Se. 2) 3 and on 
« What is not holy,” (same play, Act iv. 
Se. 2). We have referred to a few only 
out of the many instances that have at- 
tracted our notice, and these chiefly for 
their bearing on what we have said of 
the editor's refinement of appreciation 
and originality of view. The merely il- 
lustrative and explanatory notes are also 
full and judicious, containing all that it 
is important the reader should know, and 
a great deal which it will entertain him 
to learn. In the Introductions to the 
several plays, too, we find many obiter 
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dicta of Mr. White which are excellent 
in their clearness of critical perception 
and conciseness of phrase. From that 
to the “Comedy of Errors” we quote 
the following sentence :— 


“ Concerning the place and the period of the 
action of this play, it seems that Shakspeare 
did not trouble himself to form a very accu- 
rate idea. The Ephesus of “ The Comedy of 
Errors is much like the Bohemia of “ The 
Winter’s Tule,’*—a remote, unknown place, 
yet with a familiar and imposing name, and 
therefore well suited to the purposes of one 
who, as poet and dramatist, cared much for 
men and little for things, and to whose per- 
ception the accidental was entirely eclipsed 
by the essential. Anachronisms are scattered 
through it with a profusion which could on- 
ly be the result of entire indifference,—in fuct, 
of an absolute want of thought on the sub- 
ject.”"—Vol. IIL. 189. 


We think this could not be better said, 
if only we might supplant “ things” with 
the more precise word “ facts”; for about 
things Shakspeare was never careless. It 
is only that deciduous foliage of facts 
which every generation leayes heaps of 
behind it dry, and dead, that he rustles 
through with eyes so royally unconcern- 
ed. As a good example of Mr. White’s 
style, we should be inclined to cite the 
Introduction to “ Love’s Labor's Lost,” 
from which we detach this single crys 
tal : — 


“Tt is ever the ambitious way of youthful 
genius to aim at novelty of form in its first 
essays, while yet in treatment it falls uncon- 
sciously into a vein of reminiscence; after- 
ward it is apt to return to established forms, 
and to show originality of treatment.” 


The temptation which too easily besets 
an editor of Shakspeare is to differ, if 
possible, from everybody who has gone 
before him, though but as between the 
N.E. and N.N_E. points in the cireum- 
ference of a hair. We do not find Mr. 
White guilty in this respect for what he 
has done, but sometimes for what he 
has left undone in allowing the Folio text 
to remain. The instance that has sur- 
prised us most is his not admitting (As 
You Like it, Act iv. Se. 1) the reading, 
—* The foolish coroners of that age found 
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it was Hero of Sestos,” instead of the 
unmeaning one, “ chroniclers.” He has 
been forced, for the sake of sense, to 
make some changes in the Folio text 
which seem to us quite as violent, and 
we cannot help thinking that the gain 
in aptness of phrase and coherence of 
meaning would have justified him in 
doing as much here. He admits, in his 
note on the passage, that the change is 
“very plausible ”; but adds, “If we can 
at will reduce a perfectly appropriate and 
uncorrupted word of ten letters to one 
of eight, and strike out such marked let- 
ters as h, 1, and e, we may re-write Shak- 
speare at our pleasure.” Mr. White has 
already admitted that “chroniclers” is 
not perfectly appropriate in admitting that 
the change is “very plausible”; and he 
has no right to assume that the word is 
uncorrupted,—for that is the very point 
in question. As to the disparity in the 
number of letters, no one familiar with 
misprints will be surprised at it; and Mr. 
Spedding, in the edition of Bacon al- 
ready referred to, furnishes us with an 
example of blunder * precisely the re- 
yerse, in which one word of eight let- 
ters is given for two of ten, (sciences for 
six princes,)—the printer in both cases 
having set up his first impression of what 
the word was for the word itself. Had 
this occurred in Shakspeare, instead of 
Bacon, we should have had a series of 
variorum notes like this :-— 

“That sixpence was the word used by our 
author scarcely admits of doubt. From a 


number of parallel passages we select the 

following :— 

‘Live on sixpence a day, and earn it.’— 
Abernethy. 

‘ [give thee sixpence? I will see thee and- 
so-forthed first !'— Cunning. 

‘Be shot for siapence on a battlefield..— Ten- 

- nyson. 

‘Half a crown, two shillings and sixpence.— 

Niemand’s Dictionary. 


Moreover, we find our author using precisely 
the same word in the ‘Midsummer Night's 
Dream ’:— 


* Bacon’s Works, by Ellis, Spedding, & 
Heath. Vol. UI. p. 303, note. 
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‘Thus hath he lost sixpence a day during his 
life?’ * Jones. 

“TIad the passage read ‘tuo princes,’ we 
mieht have thought it genuine; since ‘the two 
kings of Brentford’ must have been familiar 
to our great poet, and he was also likely to 
have that number deeply impressed on his 
mind by the swful tragedy in the tower, (see 
Richard the Third,) where, it is remarkable, 
precisely that number of royal offspring suf- 
fered at the hands of the crook-backed tyrant. 
The citation from Niemand’s Dictionary, by 
the Rev. Mr. Jones, tells as much in favor of 
two princes as of sixpence; for how could the 
miseries of a divided empire be more em- 
phatically portrayed than in the striking, 


and, as it seems to me, touching phrase, 1ALF . 


acroun?’ Could we in any way read ‘ duree 
princes,’ we should find strong support in the 
tradition of ‘the three kings of Cologne,’ and 
in the Arabian story of the ‘ Three Calenders.’ 
The line quoted by Thomson, (Shakspeare, 
by Thomson, Vol. X. p. 701,) 
‘Under which King Bezonian, speak or die!" 
(though we agree with him in preferring his 
pointing to the ordinary and meaningless 
‘Under which King, Bezonian,’ ete.) 
unhappily can throw no light on the present 
passage till we know how many King Bezoni- 
ans are intended, and who they were. Per- 
haps we should read Belzonian, and suppose 
a reference to the Egyptian monarchs whose 
tombs were first explored by the intrepid Bel- 
zoni. The epithet would certainly be ap- 
propriate and in Shakspeare’s best manner; 
but among so many monarchs, a choice of 
two, or even three, would be embarrassing 
and invidious.” Brown. 
“As for the ‘Three Calenders,’ there can 
be no reasonable question that Shakspeare 
was well acquainted with the story; for that 
he had travelled extensively in the East I 
have proved in my ‘Essay to show that Sir 
Thomas Roe and William Shakspeare were 
identical’; and that he was familiar with the 
Oriental languages must be apparent to any 
one who has read my note on ‘ Concolinel’ 
(Love's Labor's Lost, Act iii. Se. 1). But that 
‘six princes’ is the true reading is clear from 
the parallel passage in “ Richard the Third,” 
which Iam surprised that the usually accu- 
rate Mr. Brown should have overlooked,— 
‘Methinks there be Srx Richmonds in the 
field.’ ”” Roprnson. 
“JT was at first inclined to the opinion of 
the late Mr. Robinson, but maturer considera- 
tion has caused me toagree with the eloquent 
and erudite Jones. ‘There is a definite mean- 
ing in the word sixpence ; and a similar error 
of the press in Lord Bacon’s ‘Advancement of 
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Learning, where the context shows that six- 
pences and not sciences was the word intended, 
lends me to suspect that the title of his opus 
magnum should be De Augmentis Sixpenciarum. 
Viewing the matter as a political economist, 
such a topic would have been more worthy 
of the Lord Chancellor of England; it would 
have been more in accordance with what wo _ 
know of the character of ‘the meanest of 
mankind’; and the exquisite humor of the 
title would tally precisely with what Ben 
Jonson tells us in his ‘ Discoveries,’ under 
the head Dominus Verulamius, that ‘his lan- 
guage (where he could spare or pass by a jest ) 
was nobly censorious.’ Sir Thomas More 
had the same proneness to merriment, a coin- 
cidence the more striking as both these great 
men were Lord Chancellors. A comic stroke 
of this description would have been highly 
attractive to a mind so constituted, and might 
easily escape the notice of a printer, who was 
more likely to be intent upon the literal accu- 
racy of the Latin than on the watch for ex- 
traordinary flights of humor.” Surry. 


But we must return from our exeur- 
sion into an imaginary variorum, de- 
lightful because it requires no eyesight 
and no thought, to the more scrious duty 
of examining the notes of Mr. White. 
We have mentioned a single instance in 
which we differ with him as to the pro- 
priety of a fanatical adherence to the 
text of the Folio of 1623. We differ, 
beeause we think that sense is not all 
that we have a right to expect from 
Shakspeare,—that it is, indeed, merely 
the body in which his genius creates a 
soul of meaning, nay, oftentimes a doub- 
le one, exoteric and esoteric, the spiritus 
astralis and the anima eelestis. Had 
the passage been in verse, where the 
change might have damaged the rhythm, 
—had it been one of those ecstasics 
of Shakspearian imagination, to tamper 
with which because we could not under- 
stand it would be Bottom-like presump- 
tion,—one of those tempests of passion 
where every word reeks hot and sul- 
phurous, like a thunderstone new-fallen, 
—in any of these cases we should have 
agreed with Mr. White that to abstain 
was a duty. But in a sentence of light- 
some and careless prose, and where the 
chances are great that the word to be 
changed is the accident of the printer 
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and not the choice of the author, we say, 
give us a text that is true to the context 
and the esthetic instinct rather than to the 
Folio, even were that Pandora-box only 
half as full of manifest corruptions as it is. 

In the “Two Gentlemen of Verona,” 
(Act iii, Se. 1,) Mr. White prefers, 
“She is not to be fasting in respect of 
her breath,” to * She is not to be kissed 
fasting in respect of her breath,”— an 
emendation made by Rowe,* and found 
also in Mr. Collier’s Corrected Folio of 
1632. We cannot agree with him in a 
reading which seems to us to destroy all 
the point of the passage. 

In Dumain’s ode, (Love's Labor's Lost, 
Act iv. Se. 3,) beginning, 

“On a day, (alack the day!) 
Love, whose month is ever May,” 
Mr. White chooses to read 
“Thou, for whom Jove would swear 
Juno but an Ethiop were,” 
rather than accept Pope’s suggestion of 
“ev'n Jove,” or the far better “ creat 
Jove” of Mr. Collicr’s Corrected Folio.— 
affirming that “the quantity and accent 
proper to ‘thou’ make any addition to 
the line superfluous.” We should like 
to hear Mr. White read the verse as he 
prints it. ‘The result would be something 
of this kind :— 

Thou-ou for whom Jove would swear,— 
which would be like the ‘ bow-wow-wow 
before the Lord’ of the old country- 
choirs. ‘To our ear it is quite out of’ the 
question; and, moreover, we affirm that 
in dissyilabie (which we, for want of a 
better name, call iambic and trochaic) 
measures the omission of a halt-foot is 
an impossibility, and all the more so 
when, as in this case, the preceding syl- 
lable is strongly accented. Even had the 
poem been meant for singing, which it 
was not, for Dumain reads it, the quan- 
tity would be false, though the ear might 
more easily excuse it. Such an omission 
would be not only possible, but sometimes 
very eflvctive, in trisyllabic measures,— 

* Mr, Dyce says the word supplied by 
Rowe was “ fasting,” a manifest slip of the 
pen, and worth notice only as showing how 
easily errors may be committed. 
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as, for instance, in anapests like these,— 
“*Tis the middle of night by the castle clock, 
And the owls have awakened the crowing 
cock,"— 
where jambs or spondees may take the 
place of the first or second foot with no 
shock to the ear, though the change of 
rhythm be sensible enough,—as 
Tis thé d@ép midnight by the castle clock, 
And owls have awakened the crowing cock. 
We quite aeree with Mr. White and 
Mr. Knight in their hearty dislike of the 
Steevens-system of versification, but we 
think that Coleridge (who, although the 
best English metrist since Milton, often 
thought lazily and talked loosely) has 
misled both of them in what he has said 
about the pauses and retardations of verse. 
In that noblest of our verses, the unrhym- 
ed iambic pentameter, two short or light- 
ly-accented syllables may often gracefully 
and effectively take the place of a long 
or heavily-accented one; but ercat me- 
trists contrive their pauses by the artistic 
choice and position of their syllables, and 
not by leaving them out. Metre is the 
solvent in which alone thought and emo- 
tion can perfectly coalesee—the thought 
confining the emotion within decorous 
limitations of law, the emotion beguiling 
the thought into somewhat of its own flu- 
ent grace and rebellious animation. That 
is ill metre which does not read itself in 
the mouth of a man thoroughly penetrat- 
ed with the meaning of what he reads; 
and only a man as thoroughly possessed 
of the meaning of what he writes can 
produce any metre that is not sing-song. 
Not that we would have Shakspeare’s 
metre tinkered where it seems defective, 
but that we would not have palpable 
gaps defended as intentional by the ut- 
terly unsatisfactory assumption of paus- 
es and retardations. Mr. White has in 
many cases wisely and properly made 
halting verses perfect in their limbs by 
easy transpositions, and we think he is 
perfectly right in refusing to interpolate 
a syllable, but wrong in assuming that 
we have Shakspeare’s metre where we 
have no metre at all. We are not 
speaking of seeming irregularities, of 
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lines broken up by rapid dialogue or cut 
short by the gulp of voiceless passion, 
nor do we forget that Shakspeare wrote 
for the tongue and not the eye, but we 
do not believe he ever left an unmusical 
period. Especially is this true of passa- 
ges where the lyrical sentiment predomi- 
nates, and we beg Mr. White to recon- 
sider whether we owe the reading 
“ All overcanopied with luscious woodbine ” 
(instead of lush) 
to the printers of the Folio or to Shak- 
speare. Even if we accept Steevens's 
“ whereon” instead of “where” in the 
first verse of this exquisite piece of mel- 
ody, and read (as Mr. White does not) 
“1 know a bank whereon the wild thyme 
grows,” 
it leaves the peculiar /i/t of the metre 
unchanged. ‘The varied accentuation of 
the verses is striking ; and would any one 
convince himself of the variety of which 
this measure is capable, let him try to 
read this passage, and the speech of Pros- 
pero, beginning “Ye elves of hills,” to 
the same tune. In the verses, 
“And ye that on the sands with printless 


foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, | and do fly 
him 


When he comes back,” 
observe how the pauses are contrived to 
echo the sense and give the effect of flux 
and reflux. Versification was understood 
in that day as never since, and no trea- 
tise on English verse so good, in all re- 
spects, as that of Campion (1602) has 
ever been written. Coleridge learned 
from him how to write his “ Catullian 
hendeca-syllables,” and did not better his 
instruction.* 

In “Measure for Measure,” (Act 1 
Sc. 1,) in this passage,— 

“what's open made 
To justice, that justice seizes: what knows 
the law 

That thieves do pass on thieves ?”” 
does Mr. White believe the “that” and 

* For the comprehension of the laws of 
some of the lighter measures, no book is so 
instructive as Mother Goose’s Melodies. That 
excellent lady was one of the best metrists 
the language has produced. 
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“ what” are Shakspeare’s ? Does he con- 
sider 

“ To justice, that justice seizes: what knows 

the law” 
an alexandrine,—and an alexandrine 
worthy of a student and admirer of Spen- 
ser? Should we read it thus, we should 
dread Martial’s sarcasm of, Sed male cum 
recilas. We believe that Shakspeare wrote 
“ What's open made 

To Justice, Justice seizes: knows the Law 

That thieves do pass on thieves?” 

We have pointed ont a passage or two 
where we think Mr. White follows the 
Folio text too literally. ‘Two instances 
we have noted where he has altered, as 
we think, for the worse. The first is 
(Tempest, Act iii, Se. 3) where Mr. 
White reads, 

“ You are three men of sin whom Destiny 

(That hath to instrument this lower world 

And what is in’t) the never-surfeited sea 

Hath caused to beleh you up,—and on this 


island 

Where man doth not inhabit; you ’mongst 
men 

Being most unfit to live. Ihave made you 
mad,” 


The Folio reads, “ Hath caused to beleh 
up you”; and Mr, White says in his note, 
«The tautological repetition of the pro- 
noun was a habit, almost a custom, with 
the Elizabethan dramatists.” This may be 
true, (though we think the assertion rash,) 
but certainly never as in this case. We 
think the Folio right, except in its punc- 
tuation. The repetition of the “ you” 
is emphatic, not tautological, and is de- 
manded by the whole meaning of the 
passage. Ariel is taunting the persons 
she addresses, with the intention of an- 
gering them; and the “ you” is repeated 
beeause those highly respectable men 
cannot at first bring their minds to be- 
lieve that such unsavory epithets are 
addressed to them. We should punctu- 
ate thus, following the order of the words 
in the Folio— 
“Vath caused to beleh up,—you! and on 
this island, 
Where man doth not inhabit ;—you ’mongst 
men 
Being most unfit to live. I have made you 
mad.”* 
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In the “ Comedy of Errors,” (Act ii. 
Sc. 2.) Adriana, suspecting her husband 
of unfaithfulness, says to him,— 


“or, if we two be one, and thou play false, 
I do digest the poison of thy flesh, 
Being strumpeted by thy contagion. 
Keep, then, fair league and truce with thy 
true bed; 
Llive distained, thou undishonored.” 
Such is the reading of the Folio. Mr. 
White reads, 
“T live distained, thou one dishonored.” 


But we cannot help thinking that the true 
reading should be, 
“T live distained, though undishonored,” 


which is a less foreed construction, and 
coincides with the rest of the passage,— 
“Tam contaminate through thee, though 
in myself immaculate.” 

In “As You Like it,” (Act ii. Se. 3.) 
Mr. White (with the Folio and some re- 
cent editors) calls the Duke’s wrestler, 
* the Lonny priser of the Duke.” The com- 
mon reading is “bony,” which seems to 
us better, though we believe brawny to be 
the word intended. We likewise ques- 
tion Mr. White’s explanation of the word 
priser, which, he says, “is prize-fighter, 
one who wins prizes.” One who “ fights 
for prizes” would have been better; but 
we suspect that the word is more nearly 
akin with the French prise (in the sense 
of venir aux prises) than with priz. We 
should prefer also “Aristotle’s ethicks ” 
(Taming of the Shrew, Act i. Se. 1) to 
the ordinary “Aristotle’s checks,” which 
is retained by Mr. White. In “ Much 
Ado about Nothing,” (Act ii. Se. 1,) we 
have no doubt that Mr. Collier's corrector 
is right in reading “sink apace,” though 
Mr. White states authoritatively that 
Shakspeare would not have so written. 
Tt is only fair to Mr. White, however, to 
say that he is generally open-mirided to- 
ward readings suggested by others, and 
that he accepts nearly all those of Mr. 
Collier’s Corrected Folio on which hon- 
est lovers of Shakspeare would be likely 
to agree. In comparing his notes with the 
text, our eye was caught by a verse in 
which there seems so manifest a corrup- 
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tion that we shall venture to throw down 
the discord-apple of a conjectural emen- 
dation. In the “ Merchant of Venice,” 
(Act iii. Se. 2.) where Bassanic is making 
his choice among the caskets, alter a long 
speech about “ outwaru shows” and “ or- 
nament,” he is made to say that orna- 
ment is, 

“in aawonl, 
The seeming truth which cunning taes put on 
To entrap the wisest.” 
We find it hard to believe that times is 
the right word here, and strongly sus- 
pect that it has stolen the place of tires. 
The whole previous tenor of the speech, 
and especially of the images immediately 
preceding that in question, appears to de- 
mand such a word. 

We have said, that we considered the 
style and matter of Mr. White's notes 
excellent. Indeed, to the purely illus- 
trative notes we should hardly make an 
exception. There are two or three which 
we think in questionable taste, and one 
where the temptation to say a sharp thing 
has led the editor to vulgarize the admi- 
rable Benedick, and to misinterpret the 
text in a way so unusual for him that it 
is worth a comment. When Benedick’s 
friends are discussing the symptoms which 
show him to be in love, Claudio asks, 

“ When was he wont to wash his face?” 
Mr. White annotates thus :— 

“That the benign effect of the tender pas- 
sion upon Benedick in this regard should be 
so particularly noticed, requires, perhaps, the 
remark, that in Shakspeare’s time our race 
had not xbandoned itself to that reckless use 
of water, whether for ablution or potation, 
which has more recently become one of' its 
characteristic traits.” 

Now, if there could be any doubt that 
“wash” means cosmetic here, the next 
speech of Don Pedro (“ Yea, or to paint 
himself?”) would remove it. The gentle- 
men of all periods in history have been so 
near at least to godliness as is implied in 
cleanliness. The yery first direction in 
the old German poem of “ 'Tisch-zucht ” 
is to wash before coming to table; and in 
“ Parzival,” Gurnamanz specially incul- 
eates on his catechumen the social duty 
of always thoroughly cleansing himself 
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on laying aside his armor. Such instan- 
ces could be multiplied without end. 

In annotating Shakspeare, it would, 
perhaps, be asking too much of an editor 
to give credit to its first finder for every 
scrap of illustration. The immense mass 
of notes already existing may, perhaps, 
be fairly looked upon as a kind of die- 
tionary, open to every one, and the use 
of which implies no indebtedness. Mr. 
White, in general, indicates the source 
whence he has drawn, though we have 
sometimes found him negligent in this re- 
spect. He says, in the Advertisement 
prefixed to his second volume, “ that in 
every case, where no such credit is given 
for a restoration, a conjecture, or a quo- 
tation, the editor is responsible for it; 
and as he is disinclined to the giving 
of much prominence to claims of this 
sort, he has, in those cases, merely re- 
marked, that ‘ hitherto’ the text has stood 
thus or so.” We have not been at the 
trouble of verifying every one of Mr. 
White’s “ hithertos,” but we did so in two 
plays, and found in “ Midsummer Night's 
Dream” four, and in “ Much Ado” two 
cases, where the reading claimed as a 
restoration occurred also in Mr. Knight's 
excellent edition of 1842. These over- 
sights do not affect the correctness of Mr. 
White’s text, but they diminish our con- 
fidence in the accuracy of the collation to 
which he lays claim. 

The chief objection which we have to 
make against Mr. White’s text is, that 
he has perversely allowed it to continue 
disfigured by vulgarisms of grammar and 
spelling. 
conster, 
spelling or loose spelling of 
strue” but the old form of the word.” 
Mr. Dyce insisted on the same caco- 
graphical nicety in his “ Remarks” on 
the editions of Mr. Collier and Mr. 
Knight, but abandons it in his own with 
the artless admission that misconstrue also 
oceurs in the Folio. In one of the Cam- 
den Society’s publications is a letter from 
Friar John Hylsey to Thomas Cromwell, 
in which we find “ As God is my jugge”;* 


For example, he gives us mis- 
and says, © This is not a mis- 
‘ miscon- 


* Suppression of the Monasteries, p. 13. 
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but we do not believe that jug was an 
old form of judge, though a philological 
convict might faney that the former word 
was a derivative of the latter. Had the 
phrase occurred in Shakspeare, we should 
have had somebody defending it as ten- 
derly poetical. We cannot but think it 
a sacrifice in Mr. White that he has given 
up the whatsomeres of the Folio. He 
does retain puisny as the old form, but 
why not spell it puisné and so indicate 
its meaning ? Mr. White informs us that 
“the grammatical form in use in Shak- 
speare’s day” was to have the verb gov- 
ern a nominative case! Accordingly, he 
perpetuates the following oversight of the 
poet or blunder of the printer :— 
“ What he is, indeed, 
More suits you to conceive, than J to speak 
of” 

Again, he says that who, as an objective 
case, “is in accordance with the gram- 
matical usage of Shakspeare’s day,” (Vol. 
II. p. 86,) and that, “considering the un- 
settled state of minor grammatical rela- 
it is possible 
that he wrote whom as a nominative (Vol. 
V. p. 393). But the most extraordinary 
instance is where he makes a nomina- 


tions in Shakspeare’s time,” 


tive plural agree with a verb in the sec- 
ond person singular, (Vol. UI. p. 121.) 
and justifies it by saying that “such dis- 
agreements... are not uncommon in 
Shakspeare’s writings, and those of his 
contemporaries.” The passage reads as 
follows in Mr. White’s edition : — 


“A breath thou art, 
Servile to all the skiey influences 
That dost this habitation where thou keep'st 
Hourly afflict.” 
Hanmer (mistaking the meaning) read 
do. Porson objected, on the ground that 
it was thou and not influences which 
governed dost. Porson was certainly 
right, and we wonder how any one 
could ever have understood the passage 
in any other way. The medizvals had as 
much trouble in reconciling free-will with 
judicial astrology as we with the divine 
foreknowledge. A passage in Dante, it 
appears to us, throws light on the mean- 
ing of the Duke’s speech :— 
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“To ciclo i vostri movimenti inizia; 
Non dico tutti; ma posto ch’ io 1 dica 
Lume vy’ é dato a bene ed a malizia, 
E libero voler che, se fatiea 
Nelle prime battaglie col ciel dura, 
Poi vince tutto se ben si notrica.”’ 


Purg., Cant. xvi. 


Cielo is here used for the influence of the 
stars, as is clear from a parallel passage 
in the “ Convito.” Accordingly, “ Though 
servile to all the skyey influences, it is 
thon, breath as thou art, that dost hourly 
afflict thy body with the results of sin.” 
But even if this be not the meaning, is 
Mr. White correct in saying that influ- 
ence had no plural at that time ?* Had 
he forgotten “the sweet influences of 
Pleiades”? The word occurs in this 
form not only in our version of the Bi- 
ble, but in that of Cranmer, and in the 
“ Breeches” Bible. So in Chapman’s 
“ Byron’s Conspiracy,” (Ed. 1608, B.3,) 
“Where the beames of starres have carv’d 
Their powerful influences." 
Mr. White repeatedly couples together 
the translators of the Bible and Shak- 
speare, but he seems to have studied 
their grammar but carelessly. “ Whom 
therefore ye ignorantly worship, him de- 
clare I unto you,” is a case in point, and 
we ought never to forget our danger 
from that dusky personage who goes 
about “seeking whom he may devour.” 
At a time when correction of the press 
was so imperfect, one instance of true con- 
struction should outweigh twenty false, 
and nothing could be easier than the mis- 
take of who for whom, when the latter was 
written whd. A glance at Ben Jonson’s 
English Grammar is worth more than 
all theorizing. Mr. White thinks it prob- 
able that Shakspeare understood French, 
Latin, and Italian, but not—English ! 
The truth is, that, however forms of 
spelling varied, (as they must where both 
writers and printers spelt phonographi- 
eally,) the forms of grammatical con- 
struction were as strict then as now. 
There were some differences of usage, 
as where two nominatives coupled by 


* Mr. White cites Dr. Richardson, but the 
Doctor is not always a safe guile. 
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a conjunction severally governed the 
verb, and where certain nouns in the 
plural were joined with a verb in the 
singular, —as dealings, doings, tidings, 
odds, and as is still the case with news. 
It is not impossible that the French ter- 
mination in esse helped to make the con- 
fusion. We have in the opposite way 
made a plural of riches, which was once 
singular. Some persons used the strong 
preterites, and some the weak, — some 
said snew, thew, sew, and some snowed, 
thawed, sowed. Bishop Latimer used the 
preterite shew, which Mr. Bartlett, in 
his “ Dictionary of Americanisms,” pro- 
nounces to be the shibboleth of Bosto- 
nians. But such differences were ortho- 
epic, and not syntactic. 

We regret Mr. White's glossological 
excursions the more because they are 
utterly supererogatory, and because they 
sccm to imply a rashness of conclusion 
which can very seldom be laid to his 
charge as respects the text. He volun- 
teers, without the least occasion for it, an 
opinion that abye and abide are the same 
word, (which they are not,) suggests that’ 
vile and vild (whose etymology, he says, 
is obscure) may be related to the Anglo- 
Saxon hyldan, and tells us that dom is 
Anglo-Saxon for house. He pronounces ex 
cathedra that besides is only a vulgar form 
of beside, though the question is still sub 
judice, and though the language has con- 
trived adverbial and prepositional forms 
out of the distinction, as it has, in the case 
of the compounds with ward and wards, 
adverbial and adjectival ones* He de- 

* It is singular, if the s be a corruption, that 
the Germans should have fallen into the same 
in their vorwdrts and riickwdrts. We are in- 
clined to conjecture the s a genitival one, sup- 
plying the place of a missing ef and von re- 
spectively. We formerly said, “ of this side,” 
“of that side,’ ete.; but the idiomatic sense 
of of is so entirely lost, that Mr. Craik (Aing- 
lish of Shakspeare) actually supposes o'clock 
and o'nights to be contractions of “on the 
clock,’ “on nights,” and that, although we 
still say habitually, “of late,” “of old.” The 
French use of de, and the Italian of di, is par- 
allel. The Italians have also their avanti and 
davante, and no one forgets Dante's 


“ Di qua, di JA, di su, di git, gli mena.” 
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clares that the distinction between shall 
and will was imperiectly known in Shak- 
speare’s time, though we believe it would 
not be difficult to prove that the distine- 
tion was more perfect in some respects 
than now. We the less value his opinion 
on these points as he himself shows an in- 
complete perception of the difference be- 
tween would and should. (See Vol. V. pp. 
114, 115, “* We would now say, ¢ all live- 
liness, ” and * We would now write, ‘ the 
traits of)” etc.) He says that the pronun- 
ciation commandement was already going 
out of use two centuries and a half’ ago. 
Mr. Pegee speaks of it as a common 
Cockneyism at the beginning of this cen- 
tury. Sometimes this hastiness, however, 
affects the value of an elucidatory note, 
as where he tells us that a principality is 
“an angel of the highest rank next to 
divinity ” [deity], and quotes St. Paul, 
breaking off the passage at the word in 
question. But St. Paul goes on to say 
powers,—and there were, in fact, three 
orders of angels above the principalities, 
the highest being the Seraphim. An 
editor should be silent or correct, es- 
pecially where there is no need of say- 
ing anything. 

But it is after Mr. White has been bit- 
ten by the astrum of Shakspearian pro- 
nunciation that he becomes thoroughly 
contradictory of himself, especially after 
he has taken up the notion that * Much 
Ado about Nothing ” is * Much Ado about 
Noting,” and that the ‘2 was not sounded 
in the England of Shakspeare. After that, 
his theory of rhetorical variety seems to 
become that of Geoflroy, “dire, redire, 
et se contredire.” First he tells us, (Vol. 
IL. p. 94.) that “the old form ‘ murther’ 
should be retained because it is etymo- 
logically correct, and because it was the 
uniform orthography of the day, [a has- 
ty assumption,] and the word was pro- 
nounced in accordance with it.” Next, 
(in order to sustain his anti-th theory,) 
he says, (Vol. II. p. 227,) that “ the last 
syllable of ‘murder,’ then written mur- 
ther, seems to have been pronounced some- 
what like the same syllable of the French 
meurtre.” He assures us (Vol. HI. p. 340) 
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that raisin was pronounced as we now 
pronounce reason, and adds, “ The cus- 
tom has not entirely passed away.” Cer- 
tainly not, as any one who knows ‘Thack- 
eray’s “ Mulligan of Ballymulligan” is 
aware. But Mr. White (having forgot- 
ten for a moment his conclusion that 
swears was anciently szweers) quotes (Vol. 
V. pp. 899-400) from the “ Haven of 
Health” as follows :—* Among us in Eng- 
land they be of two sorts, that is to say, 
great Jtaysons and small Raysons” (the 
Italics are our own). In * Love’s Labor's 
Lost,” he spells Biron Birone, (Chapman 
spelt it Byron,) as being nearer the sup- 
posed pronunciation of Shakspeare’s day ; 
but finding it rhyming with moon, he is 
obliged also to assume that moon was 
called mown, and is severe on Mr. Fox for 
saying Touloon. He forgets that we have 
other words of the same termination tn 
English for whose pronunciation Mr. Fox 
The French ter- 
mination on became von in bassoon, pon- 
toon, balloon, galloon, spontoon, raccoon, 
(Fr. raton,) Quiberoon, Cape Bretoon, 
without any help from Mr. Fox. So 
also croon from (Fr.) carogne,—of which 
Dr. Richardson (following Jamieson) 
gives a false etymology. The occur- 
rence of pontoon in Blount's “ Glosso- 
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graphia,” published before Mr. Fox was 
born, shows the tendency of the lan- 
enage.* Or did Mr. Fox invent the 
word boon? 

The pronunciation of words in Shak- 
speare’s time is a matter of no particu- 
lar consequence, except that it may be 
made the basis of conjectural emenda- 
tion. This consideration gives the ques- 
tion some importance, and, as error is one 
of those plants which propagate them- 
selves from the root, it is well to attempt 
its thorough eradication at the outset. 

Autolycus sings,— 

“Tf tinkers may have leave to live, 

And bear the sow-skin bowget ; 


* Let us remark, in passing, that the spell- 
ings “ Berowne,’”’ “ Petruchio,” and “ Bo- 
rachio” are strong indications that the man- 
useript copies of the plays in which they oc 
cur were dictated to an amanuensis. 
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Then my account I well may give, 
And in the stocks avouch it.” 

Upon this Mr. White has the following 
note :— 

“The sow-skin bowget':—i. e. budget; 
the change of orthography being made for 
the sake of the rhyme; about which our 
early writers, contrary to the received opin- 
ion, were very particular. Even Ben Jonson, 
scholar and grammarian as he was, did not 
hesitate to make radical changes in orthogra- 
phy to obtain a perfect, in place of an imper- 
feet rhyme. The fact is important in the 
history of our language.” (Vol. V. pp. 398-9.) 

Readers of our older literature are 
familiar with what the early writers of 
treatises on poetry say upon this subject, 
concerning which, under the head of 
licentia poetica, they give some rather 
minute directions. But we think Mr. 
White’s expression “ radical changes ” a 
little strong. The insurmountable diffi- 
culty, however, in the way of forming a 
decided judgment, is plain at the first 
glance. You have not, as Dr. Kitchener 
would say, caught your hare; you have 
no standard. Quis custodiet ipsos cus- 
todes? How shall you determine how 
your first word is pronounced ? and 
which of two rhyming words shall dom- 
inate the other ? In the present instance 
how do we know that avuuch was sound- 
ed as it is now? Its being from the 
French would lead us to doubt it. And 
how do we know that bowget was not 
pronounced boodget, as it would be, ac- 
cording to Mr. White, if spelt budget? 
Bishop [all makes fool rhyme with cowl. 
That ow was sometimes pronounced oo 
is certain. Gill (of whom infra) says that 
the Boreales pronounced wound, waund, 
and gown, gaun or geaun. 

Mr. White supposes that ea was sound- 
ed like ee. We are inclined to question 
it, and to think that here again the French 
clement in our language has made con- 
fusion. It is certain that ea represents 
in many words the French e and ai,— 
as in measure and pleasure. The Irish, 
who were taught English by Anglo-Nor- 
mans, persist in giving the ea its original 
sound (as baste for beast) ; and we North- 
ern Yankees need not go five miles in 


White’s Shakspeare. 


255 


any direction to hear maysure and play- 
sure. Tlow long did this pronunciation 
last in England ? to how many words did 
it extend ? and did it infect any of Saxon 
root? It is impossible to say. Was 
beat called bate? One of Mr. White’s 
variations from the Folio is * bull-baiting” 
for “ bold-beating.” The mistake could 
have arisen only from the identity in 
sound of the ea in the one with ai ‘in the 
other. Butler, too, rhymes drwmn-beat 
with combat. But beat is trom the French, 
When we find leas?, (Saxon,) then, rhym- 
ing with jeast, (French,) and also with 
best, (Shakspeare has beast and blest,) 
which is more probable, that Jest took 
the sound of leest, or that we have a 
slightly imperfect rhyme, with the @ some- 
what shorter in one word than the other? 
We think the latter. One of the very 
words adduced by Mr. White (yeasty) 
is spelt yesty in the Folio. But will 
rhymes help us? Let us Sir 
Thomas Wyat rhymes heares and hairs ; 
Sir Walter Raleigh, teares and despairs ; 
Chapman, fear (verb) with ear and ap- 
pear ; Shakspeare, ear with hair and fear, 
tears with hairs, and sea with play ; Bish- 
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op Hall, years with rehearse and expires, 
and meales with quailes. Will Mr. White 
decide how the ea was sounded? We 
think the stronger case is made out for the 
a@ than for the e¢,—tor swears as we now 
pronounce it, than for sweers; though we 
fear our tired readers may be tempted 
to perform the ceremony implied by the 
verb without much regard to its orthoépy. 

Mr. White tells us that on and one 
were pronounced alike, because Speed 
puns upon their assonance. He inclines to 
the opinion that o had commonly the long 
sound, as in fone, and supposes both words 
to have been pronounced like own. But 
was absolute identity in sound ever ne- 
cessary to a pun, especially m those sim- 
pler and happier days? Puttenham, in 
his “ English Poesy,” gives as a speci- 
men of the art in those days a play 
upon the words dudber and lover, appre- 
ciable now only by Ethiopian minstrels, 
but interesting as showing that the ten- 
dency of 4 and v to run together was 
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more sensible then than now.* But 
Shakspeare unfortunately rhymes on with 
man, in which case we must either give 
the one word the Scotch pronunciation of 
mon, or Hibernicize the other into ahn. 
So we find son, which according to Mr. 
White would be pronounced sone, co- 
quetting with sun; and Dr. Donne, who 
ought to have called himself Doane, was 
ignorant enough to remain all his life Dr. 
Dunn. But the fact is, that rhymes are 
no safe guides, for they were not so per- 
fect as Mr. White would have us believe. 
Shakspeare rhymed broken with open, 
sentinel with Lill, and downs with hounds, 
—to go no farther. Did he, (dreadful 
thought!) in that imperfect rhyme of leap 
and swept, (Merry Wives.) call the for- 
mer dape and the latter (Yankicé) swep’ ? 
This would jump with Mr. White’s often- 
recurring snegestion of the Elizabethan- 
ism of our provincial dialect. 

Mr. White speaks of the vowels as 
having had their “ pure sound” in the 
Elizabethan age. We are not sure if we 
understand him rightly; but have they 
lost it? We English have the same 
vowel-sounds with other nations, but in- 
dicate them by different signs. Slight 
changes in orthoépy we cannot account 
for, except by pleading the general issue 
of custom. Why should foot and boot 
be sounded differently 2 Why food and 
good?) Why should the Yankee mark 
the distinction between the two former 
words, and blur it in the ease of the lat- 
ter, thereby incurring the awful displeas- 
ure of the “ Autocrat,’ who trusses him, 
falcon-like, before his million readers and 
Why should the Frenchman 
call his wooden shoe a sabot and_ his 
old shoe a savate, both from the same 
root? Alas, we must too often in phi- 
lology take Rabelais’s reason for Friar 
John’s nose! With regard to the pro- 
nunciation of the vowels in Queen Bess’s 
days, so much is probable, — that the a 
in words from the French had more of 
the ah sound than now, if rhymes may be 


adorers ? 


* Everybody remembers how Sealiger illus- 
trated it in the case of the Gascons,—felices, 
quibus vivere est bibere. 
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trusted. We find placed rhyming with 
past; we find the participle saf? formed 
from save. One relic of this occurs to us 
as still surviving in that s/anq which pre- 
serves for us so many vlossologie treas- 
ures,—chauffer,—to chafe, (in the sense 
of angering,)—fo chaff. The same is 
true of our Yankee chdmber, danger, and 
manger, cited by Mr. White. 

If we have apprehended the bearing of 
Mr. White’s quotation from Butler's Eng- 
lish Grammar, we think he has misap- 
prehended Butler. We wish he had not 
broken the extract off so short, with an 
etc. What did Butler mean by “oo 
short”? Mr. White draws the inference 
that Puck was called Pook, and that, 
since it was made to rhyme with duck, 
that word and “all of similar orthogra- 
phy ” were pronounced with an oo. Did 
our ancestors have no short wu, answering 
somewhat to the sound of that vowel in 
the French un? We have little doubt of 
it; and since Mr. White repeats so often 
that we Yankees have retained the Eliza- 
bethan words and sounds, may we not 
elaim their pronunciation of put (like 
but) and sut for soot, as relies of it? If 
they had it not, how soon did it come 
into the language? Already we find 
Lord Herbert of Cherbury using pundon- 
nore, (point Chonneur,) which may sup- 
ply Dr. Richardson with the link he 
wants between pun and point, for the 
next edition of his Dictionary. Alex- 
ander Gill, head-master of St. Paul’s 
School and Milton’s teacher, published 
his “ Logonomia Anglica” in 1621, a book 
which throws more light on the contem- 
porary pronunciation of English than any 
other we know of. He makes three forms 
of uw: the fenuis, as in use—the crassa 
brevis, as in us,—and the longa, as in ooze. 
The Saxons had, doubtless, two sounds 
of 00, a long and a short; and the Nor- 
mans brought them a third in the French 
liquid uw, if they had it not before. We 
say if, because their organs have bogeled 
so at the sound in certain combinations, 
ending in such wine-thick success as 
piktcher, portraitcher. 

“ On earth's green cinkcher fell a heavy Jew /” 
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That the uv had formerly, in many cases, 
the sound attributed to it by Mr. White, 
we have no question; that it had that 
sound when Shakspeare wrote “ Midsum- 
mer Nieht’s Dream,” and in such words 
as luck, is not so clear to us. We sus- 
pect that form of it was already retreat- 
ing into the provincial dialects, where it 
still survives. 

Another of Mr. White’s theories is that 
moon was pronounced mown. Perhaps 
it was; but, if so, it is singular that this 
pronunciation is not found in any dialect 
of our language where almost every oth- 
er archaism is caught skulking. And 
why was it spelt moon? When did soon 
and spoon take their present form and 
sound? That 00 was not sounded like 0 
long is certain from Webbe’s saying, that, 
to make poore and doore rhyme with 
more, they must be written pore and 
dore. Mr. White says also that shrew 
was pronounced shrow, and cites as par- 
allel cases sew and shew. If New Eng- 
land authority be worth anything, we 
have the old sound here in the pronunci- 
ation soa, once universal, and according 
both with Saxon and Latin analogy. 
Moreover, Bishop Hall rhymes shew 
with mew and sue; so that it will not do 
to be positive. 

We come now to the theory on which 
Mr. White lays the greatest stress, and 
for being the first to broach which he 
even claims credit. That credit we frank- 
ly concede him, and we shall discuss the 
point more fully because there is definite 
and positive evidence about it, and be- 
cause we think we shall be able to con- 
vince even Mr. White himself that he is 
wrong. This theory is, that the th was 
sounded like ¢ in the word nothing, and 
in various other words, at the begin- 
ning of the seventeenth century. This 
certainly seems an unaccountable anom- 
aly at very first sight; for we know that 
two sounds of th existed before that pe- 
riod, and exist now. What singular frost 
was it, that froze the sound in a few words 
for a few years and left it fluent in all 
others? 

Schoolmaster Gill, in his “Logonomia,” 
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already referred to, gives an interesting 
and curious reason for the loss from our 
alphabet of the Anglo-Saxon signs for 
the grave and acute th. Ue attributes it 
to the fact, that, when Ifenry VIL invited 
Wynken de Word over from Germany 
to print for the first time in English, the 
foreign fount of types was necessarily 
wanting in signs to express those Saxon 
sounds. Accordingly, the form th was 
required to stand for both. For the 
Germans, he says, call thing, Ding, and 


Juther, Vater* Tn his alphabet he gives 


though and thistle as expressing the two 
sounds, which is precisely consonant with 
present On page 152, speaking 
of the difficulties of English pronuncia- 
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tion to a foreigner, he says, “ Etenim si 
has quinque voculas, What think the 
chosen Judges? quid censent electi ju- 
dices ? recté protuleris, omnem loquendi 
difficultatem superasti.”. Ben Jonson in 
his Grammar gives similar examples, and 
speaks also of the loss of the Saxon signs 
as having made a confusion. It is cer- 
tain, then, at least, that Shakspeare did 
not pronounce thing, ting,—or, if he did, 
that others did not, as we shall presently 
show. 

Most of Mr. White’s arguments in sup- 
port of his opinion are theoretic; the ex- 
amples by which he endeavors to sustain 
it tell, with one exception, against him. 
That exception is his quoting from one 
of Shakspeare’s sonnets the rhyme doting 
and nothing. But this proves nothing 
(noting ?); for we have already shown 
that Shakspeare, like all his contempo- 
raries, was often content with assonance, 
where identity could not be had, in rhym- 
ing. Generally, indeed, the argument 
from rhymes is like that of the Irishman 
who insisted that ful must be pronounced 
like dull, because he found it rhyming 
with bill. Mr. White also brings for- 
ward the fact, that moth is spelt mote, 
and argues therefrom that the name of 
the Page Moth has hitherto been mis- 
conceived. But how many ¢h sounds 
does he mean to rob us of ? And how 
was moth really pronounced ? Ben Jon- 

* Prafatio, p. 6. We abridge his statement. 
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son rhymes it with slosh and cloth ; Her- 
rick, with cloth. Alexander Gill tells us 
(p- 16) that it was a Northern provincial- 
ism to pronounce cloth long (like both), 
and accordingly we are safe in believing 
that moth was pronounced precisely as it 
is now. Mr. White again endeavors to 
find support in the fact that Armado 
and renegado are spelt Armatho and 
renegatho in the Folio. Of course they 
were, (just as the Italian Petruecio and 
Boraccio are spelt Petruchio and Bora- 
chio,) because, being Spanish words, they 
were so pronounced. His argument from 
the frequent substitution of had for hath 
is equally inconclusive, because we may 
either suppose it a misprint, or, as is 
possible, a mistake of the printer for the 
Anglo-Saxon sign for th, which, as many 
contractions certainly did, may have sur- 
vived in writing long after it was ban- 
ished from print, and which would be 
easily confounded with d. Can Mr. White 
find an example of dod for doth, where 
the word could not be doubtful to the 
compositor? The inability of foreigners 
to pronounce the th was often made a 
source of fm on the stage. Puttenham 
speaks of dousand for thousand as a vul- 
garism. Shakspeare himself makes Caius 
say dat, and * by my érot” ; and in Mar- 
ston’s * Dutch Courtezan,” (Act ii. Se. 1,) 
we find Francischina, (a Dutch woman,) 
saying, “ You have brought mine love, 
mine honor, mine body, all to noting!” 
—to which her interlocutrix answers, 
“To nothing!” It is plain that Marston 
did not harden his ths into fs, nor sup- 
pose that his audience were in the habit 
of doing so. How did Ben Jonson pro- 
nounce the word? He shall answer for 
himself (Vision of Delight) :— 
“ Somé that are proper and signify o’thing, 

And some another, and some that are noth- 

ing.” 
But perhaps he pronounced thing, ting ? 
If he did, Herrick as surely did not, for 
he has 
“ Maides should say, or virgins sing, 
Herrick keeps, as holds, nothing,” 

where the accent divides the word into 
its original elements, and where it is out 
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of the question that he should lay the em- 
phasis on a bit of broken English. As 
to the ks which Mr. White adduces in 
such names as Anthony and such words 
as authority, they have no bearing on the 
question, for those words are not English, 
and the 4 in them is perhaps only a trace 
of that tendency in ¢ to soften itself be- 
fore certam vowels and before r, as d 
also does, with a slight sound of theta, 
especially on the thick tongues of foreign- 
ers. Shakspeare makes Fluellen say 
atheersary ; and the Latin ¢ was corrupted 
first to d and then to dthin Spanish. The 
h here has not so much meaning as the 2 
which has crept into Bosporus, for that is 
only the common change of p to f, cor- 
responding to v for ?. So when Mr. 
White reads annotanize rather than anat- 
omize, because the Folio has annothanize, 
we might point him to Minsheu’s “ Span- 
ish Dictionary,” where, in the earlier edi- 
tions, we find*anathomia. In lanthorn, 
another word adduced by Mr. White, the 
his a vulgarism of spelling introduced to 
give meaning to a foreign word, the ter- 
mination being supposed to be derived 
from the material (horn) of which lan- 
terns were formerly made,—like Bully 
Ruffian for Bellerophon in our time, and 
Sir Piers Morgan for Primaguet three 
centuries ago. As for Vone and Cother, 
they should be ’tone and ‘iother, being 
elisions for that one and that other, relies 
of the Anglo-Saxon declinable definite 
article, still used in Frisic. 

We have been minute in criticizing 
this part of Mr. White’s notes, because 
we think his investigations misdirected, 
the results at which be arrives mistaken, 
and because we hope to persuade him to 
keep a tighter rein on his philological 
zeal in fature. Even could he show what 
the pronunciation of Shakspeare’s day 
was, it is idle to encumber his edition 
with such disquisitions, for we shall not 
find Shakspeare clearer for not reading 
him in his and our mother-tongue. The 
field of philology is famous for its mare’s- 
nests; and, if imaginary eggs are worth 
little, is it worth while brooding on imag- 
inary chalk ones, nest-eggs ot delusion ? 
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Life is short and Shakspeare long. We 
believe the pronunciation of Shakspeare’s 
day to have been so qualified with perfect- 
ly understood provincialisms as to have 
allowed puns and rhymes impossible now. 
It is not eighty years since you could 
tell the county * of every country mem- 
ber of Parliament by his speech. Specu- 
lations like Mr. White’s would be better 
placed in a monograph by themselves. 
We have subjected his volumes to a la- 
borious examination such as few books 
receive, because the text of Shakspeare 
is a matter of common and great con- 
cern, and they have borne the trial, ex- 
cept in these few impertinent particulars, 
admirably. Mr. Dyce and Mr. Singer 
are only dry commonplace-books of illus- 
trative quotations; Mr. Collier has not 
wholly recovered from his “ Corr, fo.”- 
madness; Mr. Knight (with many emi- 
nent advantages as an editor) is too dif- 
fuse; and we repeat our honest persuasion, 
that Mr. White has thus far given us the 
best extant text, while the fulness of his 
notes gives his edition almost the value 
of a variorum. We shall look with great 
interest for his succeeding volumes. 


In the introductory part of this article, 
we said that it was doubtful if Shakspeare 
had any conscious moral intention in his 
writings. We meant only that he was 
purely and primarily poet. And while 
he was an Enzlish poet in a sense that 
is true of no other, his method was thor- 
oughly Greek, yet with this remarkable 
difference,—that, while the Greek drama- 
tists took purely national themes and gave 
them a universal interest by their mode 
of treatment, he took what may be called 
cosmopolitan traditions, legends of human 
nature, and nationalized them, by the in- 
fusion of his perfectly Anglican breadth 
of character and solidity of understand- 

* Mr. White is mistaken in thinking that 
to say “my country” for “ my county? was 
a peculiarity of Shallow. It was common in 
the last century in England. He is wrong 
also in thinking that he was restoring a 
characteristic vulgarism in aleven. Gabriel 
Harvey uses it, and says there is no difference 
in sound between that and a leaven. 
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ing. Wonderful as his imagination and 
fancy are, his perspicacity and artistic 
discretion are more so. This country 
tradesman’s son, coming up to London, 
could set high-bred wits, like Beaumont, 
uncopiable lessons in drawing gentlemen 
such as are seen nowhere else but on the 
canvas of Titian; he could take Ulysses 
away from Homer and expand the shrewd 
and crafty islander into a statesman whose 
words are the pith of history. But what 
makes him yet more exceptional was his 
utterly unimpeachable judgment, and that 
poise of character which enabled him to 
be at once the greatest of poets and so 
unnoticeable a good citizen as to leave no 
incidents for biography. His material 
was never far-sought ; (it is still disputed 
whether the fullest head of which we have 
record were cultivated beyond the range 
of grammar-school precedent!) but he 
used it with a poetic instinct which we 
cannot parallel, identified himself with it, 
yet remained always its born and question- 
less master. He finds the Clown and Fool 
upon the stage,—he makes them the tools 
of his pleasantry, his satire, and even his 
pathos; he finds a fading rustic super- 
stition, and shapes out of it ideal Pucks, 
Titanias, and Ariels, in whose existence 
statesmen and scholars believe forever. 
Always poet, he subjects all to the ends 
of his art, and gives in Hamlet the 
churchyard-ghost, but with the cothurnus 
on,—the messenger of God’s revenge 
against murder; always philosopher, he 
traces in Macbeth the metaphysics of ap- 
paritions, painting the shadowy Banquo 
only on the o’erwrought brain of the 
murderer, and staining the hand of his 
wife-accomplice (because she was the 
more refined and higher nature) with 
the disgustful blood-spot that is not there. 
We say he had no moral intention, for 
the reason, that, as artist, it was not his to 
deal with the realities, but only with the 
shows of things; yet, with a temperament 
so just, an insight so inevitable as_ his, 
it was impossible that the moral reality, 
which underlies the mirage of the poet's 
vision, should not always be suggested. 
His humor and satire are never of the de- 
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structive kind; what he does in that way 
is sugeestive only,—not breaking bub- 
bles with Thor's hammer, but puffing them 
away with the breath of a Clown, or shiv- 
ering them with the light laugh of a gen- 
ial cynic. Men go about to prove the 
existence of a God! Was it a bit of phos- 
phorus, that brain whose creations are so 
real,! that, mixing with them, we feel as 
if we ourselves were but fleeting magic- 
lantern shadows ? 

But higher even than the genius, we 
rate the character of this unique man, 
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and the grand impersonality of what he 
wrote. What has he told us of him- 
self? In our selftexploiting nineteenth 
century, with its melancholy liver-com- 
plaint, how serene and high he seems ! 
If he had sorrows, he has made them 
the woof of everlasting consolation to 
his kind; and if, as poets are wont to 
whine, the outward world was cold to 
him, its biting air did but trace itself in 
loveliest frost-work of fancy on the many 
windows of that selfcentred and cheer- 
ful soul. 
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Woodbury. 12mo. 75 cts. Concord, N. H. 
E. C. Eastman. 

The Works of Charles Dickens. 
Edition. Pickwick Papers. 2 vols. 12mo. 
Nicholas Nickleby. 2 vols. 12mo. Martin 
Chuzzlewit. 2 vols. 12mo. The Old Curi- 
osity Shop. 2 vols. 12mo. $1.25 per vol. 
Boston. Ticknor & Fields. 

The Household Edition of the Waverley 
Novels. The Betrothed. 2 vols. 16mo. The 
Talisman. 2 vols. 16mo. Woodstock. 2 vols. 


A New 


16mo. The Fair Maid of Perth. 2 vols. 
16mo. Anne of Geierstein, or the Maiden 


of the Mist. 2 vols. 16mo. 75 cts. per 
yol. Boston. Ticknor & Fields. 
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The Works of William Shakspeare. Edited 
by Richard Grant Whiter 12 vols. 12mo. 
Vols. 2 to 5. $1.50 per vol. Boston. Little, 
Brown, & Co. 

The Courtship of Miles Standish, and other 
Poems. By Henry W. Longfellow. 12mo. 
75 cts. Boston. Ticknor & Fields. 

Thoughts on the Life and Character of 
Jesus of Nazareth. By Rey. Wm. H. Furness, 
D.D. 12mo. $1.00. Boston. Phillips, Samp- 
son, & Co. 

Dolce Far Niente. By John R. Tait. 12mo. 
50 cts. Philadelphia. Parry & MeMillan. 

Inquiries and Suggestions in Regard to the 
Foundation of Faith in the Word of God. 
By Albert Barnes. 12mo. 60 cts. Phila- 
delphia. Parry & McMillan. 

Piney Woods Tavern, or Sam Slick in Tex- 
as. l2mo. $1.25. Philadelphia. T. B. Pe- 
terson & Brothers. 

Milch Cows and Dairy Farming. By Charles 
L. Flint. 12mo. $1.25. Boston. A. Williams 
& Co. 

Selections from the Writings of Fenelon, 
with a Memoir of his Life. By Mrs. Follen. 
A New Edition. 12mo. $1.00. Boston. J. 
Munroe & Co. 

The Wolf-Boy of China, or Incidents and 
Adventures in the Life of Lyn-Pays. By 
Wm. Dalton. 12mo. 75 cts. Boston. J. Mun- 
roe & Co. 

The Harvest and the Reapers; Home Work 
for All, and How to do it. By Rey. Harvey 
Newcomb. 12mo. 68 cts. Boston. Gould & 
Lincoln. 

A Service-Book for Public Worship. Pre- 
pared especially for Use in the Chapel of Har- 
vard University. 12mo. $1.25. Cambridge. 
John Bartlett. 

Annual Obituary Notices of Eminent Per- 
sons who have died in the United States in 
the Year 1857. By Hon. Nathan Crosby. Syvo. 
$1.75. Boston. Phillips, Sampson, & Co. 

Willard Memoir; or Life and Times of Ma- 
jor Simon Willard; with Notices of Three 
Generations of his Descendants, and two Col- 
lateral Branches in the United States, ete. 
By Joseph Willard. Svo. $3.00. Boston. Phil- 
lips, Sampson, & Co. 

The Demi-Monde; a Satire on Society. 
Translated from the French of A. Dumas Fils. 
By Mrs. E. G. Squier. 12mo. 75 cts. Phila- 
delphia. J. B. Lippincott & Co. 

Violet; or the Times we Live in. 
$1.00. Philadelphia. J. B. 
Co. 

Ought American Slavery to be Perpetuat- 
ed; a Debate between Rey. W. G. Brownlow 
and Rey. A. Pryne, held in Philadelphia in 
September. 12mo. $1.00. Philadelphia. J. 
B. Lippincott & Co. 


12mo. 
Lippincott & 
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Practical Dissections. By R. M. Hodges, 
M.D. 12mo. $1.00. Cambridge. John Bart- 
lett. 

The Mathematical Monthly. Edited by J. 
D. Runkle. For October and November. 2 
Nos. 25 cts. each, Cambridge. John Bart- 
lett. 


Zenaida. By Florence Anderson. 12mo. 
$1.25. Philadelphia. J. B. Lippincott & 


Co 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. By 
O. W. Holmes. Illustrated by Hoppin. 12mo. 
$1.00. Boston. Phillips, Sampson, & Co. 

Poor and Proud; or the Fortunes of Katy 
Redburn. By Oliver Optic. Smo. 63 cts. 
Karl Kiegler; or the Fortunes of a Foundling. 
18mo. 50 cts. Walter Seyton. <A Story of 
Rural Life in Virginia. 1smo. 50 ets. Bos- 
ton. Phillips, Sampson, & Co. 

Rollo’s Tour in Europe. Rome. 
Abbott. 12mo. 50 cts. Boston. 
gard, & Chase. 

The Four Sisters. By Frederika Bremer. 
Translated by Mary Howitt. 12mo. $1.25. 
Philadelphia. T. B. Peterson & Brothers, 
This is a reprint (under another name) of 
Hertha. 

Journal of Conversations with Lord Byron, 
By the Countess of Blessington. 12mo. $1.00. 
Boston. Wm. Veazie. 

Biography of Self-Tanght Men, with an In- 
troductory Essay. By B. B. Edwards. 18mo. 
88 cts. Boston. J. E. Tilton & Co. 

The New Priest in Conception Bay. 2 vols. 
16mo. $1.75. Boston. Phillips, Sampson, 
& Co. 

Ernest Carroll, or Artist Life in Italy. 
12mo. 75 cts. Boston. Tieknor & Fields. 

Thoughts of Favored Hours upon Bible In- 
cidents and Characters, and other Subjects. 
By Josiah Copley. 1¢mo. 50 cts. Philadel- 
phia. J. B. Lippincott & Co. 

Shadows. By C. H. Bennett. Thin 4to. 
plain, 50 cts. colored, 75 cts. Philadelphia. 
C. J. Price & Co. 

Jessie; or Trying to be Somebody. With 
Illustrations. By Walter Aimwell. 16mo. 
63 cts. Boston. Gould & Lincoln. 

Brandon; or a Hundred Years Ago. A 
Tale of the American Colonies. By Osmond 
Tiffany. 12mo. $1.00. New York. Stanford 
& Delisser. 

Irving’s Life of Columbus. 
vised Edition. 8 vols. 12mo. 
York. G. P. Putnam. 

Travels in Africa. By Bayard Taylor. A 
New Edition. 12mo, $1.50. New York. G. P. 
Putnam. 

The Microscope. By Jabez Hogg. 8d Edi- 
tion. 12mo. $1.50. New York. Geo. Rout- 
ledge & Co. 


By Jacob 
drown, Tag- 


A New Re- 
$4.00. New 
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The Poetical Works of George Crabbe. 
New Illustrated Edition. 16mo. $1.25. New 
York. Geo. Routledge & Co. 

The German Scholar's Hand-Book. By 
Theodore Von Rosenthal and D. W. Turner. 
18mo. 18 cts. New York. Geo. Routledge 
& Co. 

True to the Last; or Alone on a Wide, 
Wide Sea. By A. S. Roe. 12mo. $1.25. 
New York. Derby & Jackson. 

Minna Raymond; a Tale that might have 
been True. 16mo. 63 cts. New York. Geo. 
Rontledge & Co. 

Vestiges of the Spirit History of Man. By 
S. F. Dunlap. 8vo. $3.50. New York. 
D. Appleton & Co. 

From New York to Delhi. 
Minturn, Jr. 12mo. $1.25. 
D. Appleton & Co. 

Electron; or The Pranks of the Modern 
Puck. By William C. Richards. 16mo. 
50 cts. New York. D. Appleton & Co. 

Legends and Lyrics. A Book of Verses. 
By Adelaide Anne Proctor (Daughter of Bar 
ry Cornwall). 12mo. 75 ets. New York. 
D. Appleton & Co. 

The Laying of the Telegraphic Cable, with 
all its Incidents and Anecdotes, ete. By John 
Mullaly. 12mo. 60 cts. New York. D. Ap- 
pleton & Go. 

Rational Cosmology; or the Eternal Prin- 
ciples and the Necessary Laws of the Uni- 


By Robert B. 
New York. 


verse. By Laurens P. Hickok, D.D. 8vo. 
$1.75. New York. D. Appleton & Co. 


American Eloquence; a Collection of 
Speeches and Addresses of the most Eminent 
Orators of America. By Frank Moore. 2 vols. 
Svo. $4.00. New York. D. Appleton & Co. 

Shamah in Pursuit of Freedom; or the 
Branded Hand. Translated froin the original 
Showrah, and edited by an American Citizen. 
12mo. $1.25. New York. Thacher & Hutch- 
inson. 

The Religious Aspects of the Age; being 
Addresses delivered at the Anniversaries of 
the Young Men's Christian Union of New 
York in Muy, 1858. 12mo. 75 cts. New York. 
Thacher & Hutchinson. 

Sermons to the Churches. 
Wayland, D.D. 12mo. &3 cts. 
Sheldon, Blakeman, & Co. 

Spurgeon’s Gems; being Brilliant Passages 
from the Discourses of the Rev. C. H. Spur- 
geon. 12mo. $1.00. New York. Sheldon, 
Blakeman, & Co. 

Ernestin; oc The Heart's Longings. By 
Aleth. 12mo. $1.25. New York. Stanford 
& Delisser. 

The Household Book of Poetry. Collected 
and edited by Charles A. Dana. 8vo. $3.50. 
New York. D. Appleton & Co. 


By Francis 
New York. 
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[ February, 


The Poetical Works of Edgar A. Poe. Ihus- 
trated. 4to. cloth*gilt, $6.00. morocco, $8.00. 
New York. J. 8. Redfield. 

Memoirs of Rev. David T. Stoddard, Mis- 
sionary to the Nestorians. By Joseph P. 
Thompson, D.D. 12mo. $1.00. New York. 
Sheldon, Blakeman, & Co. 

Selections from Favorite Prescriptions of 
Living American Practitioners. By Horace 
Green, M.D., LL.D. 8vo. $2.00. New York. 
Wiley & Halsted. 

History of the Rise and Progress of the Tron 
Trade of the United “tates, from 1621 to 1857. 
By B. F. French, 8vo. $2.00. New York. 
Wiley & Halsted. 

The Decimal System. An Argument for 
American Consistency inthe Extension of the 
Decimal Scale to Weights and Measures, in 
Harmony with the National Currency. By 
John H. Felton. 12mo. 75 cts. New York. 
Wiley & Halsted. 

The Rifleman. By Captain Rafter. 1&mo. 
88 cts. New York. G. Routledge & Co, 

A Hand-Book of Swimming and Skating. 
By George Forest. 32mo. 15 cts. New York. 
G. Routledge & Co. 

Law and Lawyers. 
82mo. 25 cts. New York. 
Co. 

China; being The Times’ Special Corre- 
spondence in the Years 1857 and 1858. Map 
and Portrait. 12mo. $1.25. New York. Geo. 
Routledge & Co. 

Peasnnt Life in Germany. By Mrs. Anna C. 
Johnson. 12mo. $1.25. New York. Charles 
Scribner. 

K. N. Pepper and other Condiments. By 
Jaeques Maurice. 12mo0. $1.00. New York. 
Rudd & Carleton. 

The Boy’s Book of Industrial Information. 
J2mo. $1.50. New York. D. Appleton & 
Co. 

Clarke's Microscope. A Popular Deserip- 
tion of the most Beautiful Objects to Observe. 
12mo. Tb cts. New York. G. Routledge & 
Co. 

Practical Sermons. By Nathaniel W. Tay- 
lor, D.D. Syo. $1.50. New York. Clark, 
Austin, & Smith. 

My Lady Ludlow. By Mrs. Gaskell. 12 cts. 

New York. Harper & Brothers. 

The Potiphar Papers. Prue and T. By 
Geo. Wm. Curtis. New Editions. $1.00 exch. 
New York. Harper & Brothers. 

Loomis's Philosophy. 12mo. 
York. Harper & Brothers. 

Beauties of Ruskin. Selected from his 
Works, with a Notice of the Author. By 
L. GC. TuthilL 12mo. $1.25. New York. 
Wiley & Halsted. 

How to Lay out a Garden. 


By Archer Polson. 
G. Routledge & 


75 cts. New 


By Edward 
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Kemp. 12mo. $2.00. New York. 
& Halsted. 

Blonde and Brunette; or The Gothamite 
Arcade. 12mo. 75 cts. New York. D. Ap- 
pleton & Co. 

Swedenborg, a Hermetic Philosopher. 12mo. 
$1.00. New York. D. Appleton & Co. 

Fitz Greene Halleck’s Poems. A New Edi- 
tion, 12mo. 75 cts. Syo. $2.00. New York. 
D. Appleton & Co. 

Isabella Orsini. 
F. D. Guerazzi. 
12mo. $1.25. 
ton. 

Vernon Grove; or Hearts as they are. 
12mo. $1.25. New York. Rudd & Carleton. 

The Secret of a Life. By M. M. Bell. 
1fmo. 50 cts. New York. Geo. Routledge 
& Co. 

Illustrations to Irving’s Life of Washington. 
Ninety Steel Plates, ina Box. $5.00. New 
York. G. P. Putnam. 

The Tenant-House; or Embers from Pov- 
erty’s Hearthstone. 12mo, $1.25. New York. 
Robert M. De Witt. 

History of Frederick the Second, called 
Frederick the Great. By Thomas Carlyle. 
2 vols. 12mo. $2.50. New York. Harper 
& Brothers. 

Self-Made Men. By Charles C. B. Sey- 
mour, 12mo. $1.25. New York. Harper & 
Brothers. 

Nature and the Supernatural, as together 
constituting the One System of God. By 
Horace Bushnell. Svo. $2.00. New York. 
C. Seribner, 

Discourses on Common Topies of Christian 
Faith and Practice. By James W. Alexan- 
der, D.D. 8vo. $2.00. New York. Charles 
Scribner. 

The Theology of Christian Experience, de- 
signed as an Exposition of the “Common 
Faith” of the Church of God. By George 
D. Armstrong, D.D. 12mo. $1.00. New 
York. Charles Seribner, 

The History of Prostitution; its Extent, 
Causes, and Effeets, throughout the World. 
From an Official Report to the Board of Alms- 
house Governors of the City of New York. 
By William W. Sanger, M.D. 8yo. $3.00. 
New York. Harper & Brothers. 

Bitter-Sweet. A Poem. By J. G. Holland. 
12mo. 75 cts. New York. Charles Serib- 
ner. 

Joan of Are; or The Maid of Orleans; 
from Michelet’s History of France. 32mo. 
50 cts. New York. Stanford & Delisser. 

The Poems of William Wordsworth. Ilus- 
trated. 4to. cloth, $6.00, moroceo, $8.00. 
New York. Geo. Routledge & Co. 

Bethlehem and the Bethlehem School. By 


Wiley 


A Historical Novel. By 
Translated by Luigi Monti. 
New York. Rudd & Carle- 
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C. B. Mortimer. 16mo. New York. 
Stanford & Delisser. 

The Ministry of Life. 
Charlesworth. 12mo. 
D. Appleton & Co. 

Bertram Noel; a Story for Youth. By E. J. 
May. 16mo. 74 cts. New York. D. Ap- 
pleton & Co. 

The Witches of New York, as encountered 
by Q. K. Philander Doesticks. 12mo. $1.00. 
New York. Rudd & Carleton. 

Dust and Foam; or, Three Oceans and Two 
Continents. By T.R. Warren. 12mo. $1.25. 
New York. Charles Scribner. 

History of the Christian Church. By Philip 
Schaff, D.D. 8vo. $2.50. New York, Charles 
Seribner. 

The Chronicles of the Bastile. 
8vo. $2.00. New York. 
ser. 

Oriental Tales of Fairy Land. 16mo. 68 cts. 
New York. Stanford & Delisser. 

Songs of the Woodland, the Garden, and the 
Sea. Elegantly illustrated. 4to. $2.00. New 
York. Anson D. F. Randolph. 

Lyra Germaniea; Second Series; The Chris- 
tian Life. Translated from the German, by 
Catherine Winkworth. 12mo. 74 ets. New 
York. Anson D, F. Randolph. 

A Little Leaven, and what it Wrought at 
Mrs. Blake's School. 18mo. 60 cts. Our 
Little Girls. By the same Author. 18mo. 
40 cts. New York. Anson D. F. Randolph. 

The Babes in the Basket, or Daph and her 


63 ets. 


By Mrs. Maria L. 
$1.00. New York. 


Illustrated. 
Stanford & Delis- 


Charge. By the Author of Timid Lucy. 
18mo, 50 cts. New York. Anson D. I. 
Randolph. 


Tabby’s Travels; or The Holiday Adven- 
tures of a Kitten. By Luey Ellen Guernsey, 
Author of Irish Amy. 18mo. 50 cts. New 
York. Anson D. FP. Randolph. 

Kenneth and Hugh: or Self-Mastery. By 
“Cousin Kute,’” Author of Horace and May. 
18mo. 75 cts. New York. Anson D. F. Ran- 
dolph. 

Sunshine; or, Kate Vinton. 
B. M'Keever. 16mo, 75 cts. 
Lindsay & Blakiston. 

Quaint Sayings and Doings concerning Lu- 
ther. Collected and arranged by John G. 
Morris, D.D. 16mo, 75 cts. Philadelphia. 
Lindsay &, Blakiston. 

A Yacht Voyage. Letters from High Lati- 
tudes. Being some Account of a Voynge in 
the Schooner-Yacht “ Form" 850 m. to Ice- 
Jand, Jan Mayens, and Spitzbergen, in 1856. 
By Lord Dutferin. 12mo0. $1.00. Boston. 
Ticknor & Fields. 

The Life and Times of Sir Philip Sidney. 
12mo. $1.00. Boston. Ticknor & Fields. 

The Emancipation of Faith. By Henry Ed- 


By Harriet 
Philadelphia. 
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ward Schedel, M.D. 2 vols. 
New York. D. Appleton & Co. 

Meta Gray; or, What makes Home Happy. 
By M. J. M'Intosh. 12mo. 75 cts. New 
York. D. Appleton & Co. 

“The Julia’? By the Author of Vara. 
12mo. $1.00. New York. Robert Carter & 
Brother. 

Struggles of the Early Christians, from the 
Days of our Saviour to the Reign of Constan- 
tine. With an Introduction by Rey. I. D. 
Huntington, D.D. 1smo. 50 cts. Boston. 
J. P. Jewett & Co. 

The Persian Flower. A Memoir of Judith 
Grant Perkins, of Oroomiah, Persia. 18mo. 
50 cts. Boston. J. P. Jewett & Co. 

‘The Age of Chivalry. Part L, King Arthur 
and his Knights. Part IL., The Mabinogeon, 
or Welch Popular Tales. 12mo. $1.00. Bos- 
ton. Crosby, Nichols, & Co. 

Arabian Days’ Entertainments. Translated 
from the German. By Herbert Pelham Cur- 
tis. 12mo. $1.25. Boston. Phillips, Samp- 
son, & Co. 

Hymns of the Ages. Being Selections from 
Lyra Cutholica, Germanica, Apostolica, and 
other Sources. With an Introduction by 
F. D. Huntington, D.D. 4to. cloth, gilt, 
$3.00. morocco, $5.00. A cheap edition, 
$1.00. Boston. Vhillips, Sampson, & Co. 

Life Thoughts. Gathered from the Extem- 
poraneous Discourses of Henry Ward Beech- 
er. By one of his Congregation. A fine edi- 
tion, on large paper. cloth, gilt, $2.00. mo- 
rocco, $4.50, Boston. Vhillips, Sampson, & 
Co. 

Thorndale; or Conflict of Opinions. By 
William Smith. 12mo. $1.25. Boston. Tick- 
nor & Fields. 

Christmas Hours. By the Author of The 
Homeward Path. 16mo. 50 cts. Boston. Tick- 
nor & Fields. 

The Life of James Sullivan, with a Selec- 
tion from his Writings. By Thomas C. Amo- 
ry. 2 vols. Svo. $4.50. Boston. Phillips, 
Sampson, & Co. 

Dora Deane; or East India Uncle and Mag- 
gie Miller, or Old Hagar’s Secret. By Mrs. 
M. J. Holmes, Author of “ Tempest and Sun- 
shine.” 12mo. $1.00. New York. C. Sax- 
ton. 

The Power of Prayer Illustrated in the 
Wonderful Display of Divine Grade. By S. I. 
Prime. 12mo. $1.00. New York. C. Serib- 
ber. 

The Banks of New York, their Dealers, 
the Clearing-House, and the Panic of 1857, 
with a Financial Chart. By J. S. Gibbons. 
With Thirty Illustrations. 12mo. $1.50. New 
York. D. Appleton & Co. 

Future Life, or Scenes in Another World. 


8vo. $4.00. 
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By George Wood, Author of “ Modern Pil- 
grims.”” 12mo. $1.25. New York. Derby 
& Jackson. 

While it was. Morning. By Virginia F. 
Townsend. 12mo. $1.25. New York. Derby 
& Jackson. 

The Sociable; One Thousand and One 
Home Amusements. By the Author of the 
Magician’s Own Book. 12mo. $1.00. New 
York. Dick & Fitzgerald. ‘ 

Wild Flowers, Drawn and Colored from Na- 
ture. By Mrs. C. M. Badger. With an Jn- 
troduction by Mrs. L. H. Sigourney. 4to. 
morocco. $12.50. New York. C. Seribner. 

The Daily Counsellor. By Mrs. L. H. Sig- 
ourney. Small Svo. $1.50. Hartford. Brown 
& Gross. 

Palestine, Past and Present, with Biblienl, 
Literary, and Scientific Notices. By Henry 
S$. Osborn, A.M. With Illustrations. 8vo. 
$3.50. Philadelphia. James Challen & Sons. 

The Mustee; or Love and Liberty. By B. 
F. Presbury. 12mo. $1.25. Boston. Shepard, 
Clark, & Brown. 

The Queen's Domain, and other Poems. 
By William Winter. 16mo. 63 ets. Boston, 
E. O. Libby & Co. 

Life Memories, and other Poems. By Ed- 
ward Sprague Rand, Jr. 16mo. 68 cts. Bos- 
ton. J. Munroe & Co. 

Poems. By Frances Anne Kemble. 12mo. 
$1.00. Boston. Ticknor & Fields. 

Lectures and Addresses on Literary and 
Social Topics. By the late Frederick W. 
Robertson of Brighton. .12mo0. $1.00. Bos- 
ton. Ticknor & Vields. 

History of the Reign of Philip Second, King 
of Spain. By William H. Prescott. Vol. 3. 
8vo. $2.25. Boston, Phillips, Sampson, & Co. 

The Modern Cook; A Practical Guide to 
the Culinary Art in all its Branches, ete. ete. 
By Charles Elmé Franeatelli, Pupil to the 
Celebrated Caréme. From the Ninth London 
Edition. With Sixty-two Illustrations. _8vo. 
$3.00. Philadelphia. T. B. Peterson & Broth- 
ers. 

Annals of the American Episcopal Pulpit; 
or Commemorative Notices of Distinguished 
Clergymen of the Episcopal Church in the 
United States. From the Early Settlements 
of the Country to the Close of 1855, with an 
Historical Introduction. By Win. B. Sprague, 
D.D. Being the Fifth Volume of the Annals 
of the American Pulpit. §vo. $2.50. New 
York. Robert Carter & Brothers. 

The New Testament. Translated from the 
Original Greek, with chronological Arrange- 
ment of the Sacred Books, and Improved 
Divisions of Chapters and Verses. By Leices- 
ter Ambrose Sawvyer.*12mo. $1.25. Boston. 
John P. Jewett & Co. 


